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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK 
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Always look for 
this Gold Seal— 


There is only one guaranteed Congoleum and that is 
Gold-Seal Congoleum identified by the Gold Seal shown 
above. This Gold Seal (printed in dark green on a gold 
background) guards you against imitations and gives 
you the protection of our money-back guarantee. It is 
pasted on the face of every genuine Gold-Seal Congoleum 
Rug and on every few yards of Gold-Seal Congoleum 
Floor-Covering. Be sure to look for it when you buy. 


“Modern R s for Modern Homes.” an interesting illustrated booklet 


showing li the beautiful patterns im full color, sent free on re juest. 


CoNGOLEUM COMPANY 
Philadelphia New York Boston Chicag San Francisco 
Kansas City Minneapolis Adanta Dallas Pittsburgh Montreal 





Gold-Seal Congoleum Gold-Seal Congoleum 


Art-Rug No. 518 Art-Rug No. 398 











price is only $13.50. 


The pattern on the floor 
is Gold-Seal Rug No.5 
In the 9x0 foot size the 
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**They mopped ’em up almost as easy 
as your mother cleans this Congoleum Rug ’’ 


Housewives find the smooth, enameled surface of a Gold-Seal 
Congoleum Art-Rug SO easy to clean. There’s no wearisome 
sweeping or back-breaking beating to worry about. Every 
speck of dust and dirt vanishes like magic after a few sweeps 
of adamp mop or cloth. 


Beautiful Patterns for Every Room 
Modern women everywhere are replacing their dust collecting 
woven carpets and rugs in every room with sanitary, easy-to- 
clean Congoleum Rugs. They come in artistic patterns and 
beautiful colors appropriate for any room in the house. 


Tremendously durable, %°\i Congoleum Art-Rugs sturdily 
withstand the wear of busy feet. They are made all in one 
piece and lie flat on the floor without fastening of any kind— 


never curl up at the edges or corners. 


Your dealer will gladly show Congoleum Rugs to you. 


Their low prices will be a pleasant surprise. 


Popular Sizes— Popular Prices 


6 x 9 feet $ 9.00 The rugs illustrated are made 1%x3_ feet $.60 

ax 9 feet 11.25 ly in the five large r 3 x3 feet 1.40 
9 > > Hit eee only in the five large sizes 1e . x eet 

“ 4 1 - 

9 x 10% feet 15.75 small rugs are made in other de- 3 x 4's feet 1.95 

9 x12 feet 18.00 signs to harmonize with them. 3 x6 feet 2.50 


Owing to freight rates, prices in the South and west of the 
Mississippi are higher than those quoted. ~ 
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“Heaven is not built of country seals 
But little, queer suburban streets” 


UNE, month of roses and romance, of 

J young hopes rising to fulfilment, of new 
homes begun! 

Of all the achievements of man's head or 

heart or hands the home is first. It is the corner- 
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stone of our civilization. Destroy it, neglect it, 
and the whole fabric totters to its fall. The Creat 
War brought us face to face with this indisputable 
fact. In the devastated regions the sight of ravished 
villages, of walls which once enshrined the sanctily of 
family life reduced to heaps of crumbling stones, of 
chimneys rising plaintively from mounds of ashes, brought 
home to every heart a carnage more horrible than that of 
the trenches. Hearth-fire and roof-tree are infinitely more 
than words. They are symbols of the eternal verilies of life. 
What we have need of today is more homes, not more women 
in the professions, but more women in the home, and more 
women intellectually and spiritually aware of the greatness of 
their task as homemakers. 

McCall Street is essentially a street of homes. It stretches 
across our land from Maine to California, through city, suburb, 
village and open country. There are children at play in the 
dooryards, the glow of its hearth-fires is the light of America. 
With all that touches the home and the art of homemaking, 
therefore, the arts of gracious, wholesome, happy living, McCall's 
is concerned very closely. 

ow homemaking has a far deeper significance than house- 
keeping. The latter is occupied chiefly with the material facts 
of three meals a day, seven days in the week. Just so long as 
women read the meaning of their job as homemakers in these 
terms they will feel themselves to be, as indeed they are, no 
better than drudges and galley slaves. Too many women in 
the past have been house-kept, slaves to their storeroom shelves, 
their lives measured by the rigorous calendar of wash on Mon- 
day; iron on Tuesday; mend on Wednesday; sweep on Thurs- 
day; scrub on Friday; bake on Saturday, and dedicate Sun- 
day to the midday family dinner. 
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Creating Homes on 


Mc Call Street 


How are women to loose themselves from the bondage of 
this? How can we, while fulfilling our precious privilege as 
homemakers, keep our souls free, our eyes on the stars? 

1ese are questions which every woman is asking today 

McCall's is helping you to do this. Through an editorial 
plan more comprehensive than has ever been conceived pre- 
viously, McCall's brings to you month by month the counsel of 
experis in every department of homemaking. Until very re 
cently the pages of women's magazines were filled with articles 
written by journalists whose easy style too often concealed a 
woeful ignorance of their subjects. When these were supplanted 
by the findings of experts in Home Economics, editors felt that 
a great advance had been made. But McCall's has gone farther 
than this. It offers you, in its Food Depariment for instance, 
help that is founded not on the experiments or ideas of one 
expert, but of a group, working from different angles of ex- 
perience, yel in close harmony. 

Here, in our Department of Foods, you will find Dr. E. V 
McCollum, of the School of Hygiene and Public Healih, Johns 
Hopkins University, one of the leading nutrition specialists 
in America, whose dietary suggestions broadcasted through 
McCall's are being used by physicians, domestic science experis 
and homemakers everywhere, are, in fact, revolutionizing the 
world's theories of how to feed the human body. 

May B. Van Arsdale, Head 
of the Department of Foods and 
Cookery, and Lilian M. Gunn, of 
the same department, of Teachers 
College, Columbia Universiiy, 
through a special contract with 
McCall's, contribute regular 
monthly articles on the economics 
of food, catering for the family, 
and cookery, sharing with you 
recipes and _ findings—discoveries 
of long research at the famous 
Food Workshop of Teachers 
College. Sarah Field Splint, 
Chief of the Division of Home 
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Modern 
Methods 


LITTLE cold fear is beginning to develop in the 

pit of my stomach lest in the writing of these 

articles I shall become a chronic faultfinder, a 

proverbial kicker, and no doubt I have already 

wearied my readers by telling how things were 

done when I was a child, But one cannot make 

a comparison without a basis, and I know of no other 

way in which to compare the present generation with that 
immediately past, which happened to be my own. 

I am moved to write a few words on this subject by a 
recent experience. It was only a straw, but it showed so 
decidedly the way the wind was blowing that, in my mind 
it took on rather stunning proportions, Little Susy walked 
into the kindergarten room at school, She looked plump, 
rosy, well fed, and a picture of discontent. To the teacher's 

- ; pleasant “Good 

” morning” she 

, ; made no response 

| . Y whatever, which 
f was not the 
custom in my 
childhood days. 
Probably little 
Susy’s mother 
did not know 
that her child 
paid no atten- 
tion when her 
teacher pleasant- 
ly wished her a 
good morning, 
which proves 
that she was not 
alert, for she 
should have 

known. If a 

teacher, or 

any one else, 
had _ wished 
me a pleasant 
good morn- 
ing in the 
days of my 

youth, and I 
» had made 
no response 
whatever, I 
should have 
























So much diver- 
sion outside of 
school 






By Gene Stratton-Porter 


Famous American author of ‘‘Freckles,’’ 


‘*The Girl of the Limberlost,’’ etc. 


been completely and compellingly spanked. Susy seemed 
bored to tears. In an effort to relieve the situation the 
teacher suggested that she go to the blackboard and see 
how well she could copy some figures set there for her use. 

Susy answered, “I don't want to.” 

The teacher smiled on her pleasantly and inquired: 
“Don’t you, dear? Well, what do you want to do?” 

Susy was not clear in her mind as to what she wanted 
to do. She looked around the room in an effort to see 
what there was that she might do that would bore her the 
least. When she had reached her decision she announced: 
“I want to play in the sand pile.” 

To this the teacher responded: “Very well, dear, you 
may play in the sand.” 


IGHT here I need a forcible exclamation of some sort 
R and I don’t know how to make it sufficiently strong 
to express my feelings without its being reprehensible, 

so I am going to resort to the rather cowardly method of 
letting each reader of the past generation supply his own 
Frequently we hear on all sides the exclamation: “What 

is the world coming to!” In order to go on with my work 
and keep any sort of mental poise at all, it is essential 
that I believe that the world is coming to something bigger 
and better than it ever before has known. I could not 
write with any degree of enthusiasm and I would not eare 
whether I lived or died if I thought that in some way we 
were not holding the situation in hand and making a slight 
advance toward the betterment of any existing conditions 
that are reprehensible. The school question has me com- 
pletely “foozled.” It is quite impossible for me to help my 
children with their lessons however much I may be inclined, 
for the simple reason that they are taught phonetic spelling, 
which means that they pronounce a group of sounds in 
combination. They do not add, subtract, multiply or 
divide as I was taught to do. About the only place 
I am of any use is in literature, history and 
geography. The latter is changing so rapidly that 
frequently I find I am mistaken in something I try 
to tell them. History comes closer being safe ground 
and I still can speak with conviction on the 
subject of literature. In an effort at refinement 
many pronounciations have been changed. Very 
frequently youngsters carry home word from 
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if they confined themselves to their stud- 
ies alone they were cut and ostracized 


of ‘leaching 
School 


school that the teachers do not desire that the children shall 
have home help as they are taught things that do not 
coincide with what they are being taught in school. This 
has been my experience on several occasions, yet the teachers 
are constantly voicing the complaint that parents do not 
take an interest in schools, do not stand by them and do 
their share from an educational standpoint. It is slightly 
confusing to me. I have been at the task of amending 
pronunciations which were thoroughly drilled into me in my 
youth, all the latter days of my life, and I presume that I 
shall be forced to keep it up until I die. I can see neither 
rhyme nor reason for a great many changes, but if they 
are given in dictionaries supposed to be real authorities, 
there seems to be nothing else to be done. In a good many 
instances modern pronunciations are mere affectations, an 
effort to appear cultured, to be smart by being different, 
which is not fundamental. I am always a bit amused at 
the people of recent date who go 


about the world talking about “toma- yA 
toes.” I do know, in my scientific f, 
studies, that tomatoes and potatoes Vf Yj 
























are first cousins. I do know that z 
their vine and their bloom are very 
similar. I do know that Luther Bur- 
bank grafts one upon the other, that 
he has one vine bearing potatoes on 
the root and tomatoes on the top, 
and it does strike me as rather funny 
that anybody should expect the same 

[Turn to page £5] 


We knew our lessons be- 
fore we went to school 
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If you bought only one 
new Victor Record a week 


you would have such a treasury 
of music as could compare only 
with the great libraries and the 
great art galleries of the world. 
You would have a source of 
untold satisfaction for your 
every need. The musical genius 
of the world is graved on Victor 
Records—not the printed page 
of music, but the music itself. 


4>Victrola 


“HIS MASTERS VOICE 


Look for these trade-marks. Under the lid. On the label. 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N.J. 





Victrola No. 300 
$250 


Victrola No. 300, electric, $290 


Mahogany, oak or walnut 
Other styles $25 to $1500 
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Dirt quickly fills the porous sur- 
face of floor tile. Warm P and G 
suds, acting on the dirt, soon 
makes tiles clean again without 


hard scrubbing. 


With ordinary soap, the ro —_ 


and stockings of creeping children 

must be rubbed—very hard! 
P and G will wash them clean 
and fresh with lukewarm water 
and only light rubbing between 
the hands. They wear longer 
this way, and don’t fade 





Dainty wash dresses: 














How to keep them looking “young” 
) Many women are still so used to having Only natural wear mars the freshness of 
‘ ° ° - y ° 
dainty wash dresses and waists come from beautiful garments—dresses, waists, collars 
the washtub gray or yellow, faded or badly and cuffs, petticoats and under-linen—which 
; worn, that they believe the garments must are washed with P and G. 
finally lose their original crisp freshness. 
; : For these sound reasons: 
| 
oO. : 
N P and G 
Gray-white clothes are simply dirty clothes— cleans clean (preventing grayness). 
always! Yellowed clothes usually contain requires less hard rubbing (preventing 
. undissolved soap. Faded clothes are the premature wear). 
| victims of strong soap and boiling water. rinses out thoroughly (preventing yel- 
‘s , . lowness). 
Worn clothes are often the result of hard ) 
i 2 acts on the drt, not on colors or fabrics 
: rubbing, made necessary by the failure of the } ye 
(preventing fading). 
; soap to remove the soil. 
- P and G is unique among laundry soaps. 
So the choice and specification of the right ° . : 
\ ' That is why it has become the largest selling 
| 5 hich will go f. wvards preventing 
| soap, which wi Oo tar tovvards preventin d ‘ 
i} 5 P 6 laundry soap in America. Your laundress 


loss of freshness, becomes paramount. , ; 
will be glad to use it because it saves her 


As this right soap, P and G The White time and energy while it saves your clothes. : 


Naphtha Soap invites your choice PROCTER & GAMBLE 
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Not merely a naphtha soap, 
Not merely a white laundry soap, = eai Ss oy. a 
; ° | + \ N NP . . - “ a 3 
But the best features of both, combined. :* NAP} HTH Ti) : . a SAA Soan ‘4 . 
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Ethel M. Dell Here Begins Her Greatest Novel. 


“Well,” he said, “you were well hidden!” 


She took 


It is the Fiction Treat of 1923. 


a moment to measure the challenge in his voice 


‘Tetherstones 


WELVE deep notes sounded from the 
clock-tower of the cathedral, and the 
bishop’s secretary dropped her hands 
from her typewriter and turned her 
face to the open window with a 
quick sigh. The bishop’s garden lay 
sleeping in the sunshine—the pure white of lilies 
and royal blue of delphiniums mingling together as the 
Wrought silks on the fringe of an altar-cloth. 

A great cluster of purple stonecrop rioted over one 
corner of the arch, and the secretary’s tired eyes rested upon 
it with a touch of wistfulness as though the splendor of it 
were somewhat overwhelming. She herself was so slight, 

) insignificant, so altogether negligible a quantity—a being 
wholly out of place in the midst of such glorious sur- 
roundings. But yet she loved them, and her happiest hours 
were those she spent with her little sketching-block in 
Various corners of that wonderful garden. It was only that 
the purple flower seemed somehow to be the symbol to her 
ot all that was out of reach. Her youth would slip from 


‘By Ethel M. Dell 


Author of ‘‘Charles Rex,’’ ‘‘The Lamp in the Desert,’’ etc. 


Illustrated by H. R. Ballinger 


her before she had ever lived! The tired lines about the 
brown eyes would grow daily more marked. The little 
tender curve about the lips would become a droop. 

“Yes, I’m getting old,” said Frances Thorold. “Old and 
tired and dull.” She stretched up her arms with a sudden 
movement, and for a second her hands were clenched. Then 
they fell to her sides. 

“I suppose we are ali slaves,” she said, “of one kind or 
another. But only the rebels know it.” 

She turned again to her work, and for a space only the 
sharp click of the machine disturbed the summer silence. 
The secretary’s mouth became very firm as she proceeded, 
the brown eyes narrowed and grew hard, Suddenly she 


uttered an impatient exclamation and looked up. 
“Oh, these platitudes!” she said. “How are they 
going to help men and women to live?” 

For a moment she had almost a desperate look, 
and then abruptly she laughed. “Perhaps it isn’t 
all your fault,” she said to the manuscript by her 
side, “that you give us stones for bread. You 

have lived on them all your life and don’t know the 
difference.” 
“How do you know?” said a voice at the window. 


HE secretary gave a start. Her eyes met the eyes of a 
man who stood against the clematis-covered window- 
frame looking in upon her—a careless, lounging figure 
as supremely at ease as a cat stretched in the sunshine. He 
marked her brief confusion with a smile. “Do tell me 
how you know!” he said. 
Her eyes fenced with his for a moment, then were 
proudly lowered. “His Lordship is not here,” she re- 
marked in a tone that was strictly official, 
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HE action of this 





| 
| new and tremendous novel by Miss 
Dell is projected before an overwhelmingly stark 
| and tragic background of grim altars whereon ancient 
le their awful human sacrifices, huge stones 
to exert terrible and weird influences on the 
e a beautiful girl facing life alone meets a 
mysterious hero and the fascinating pair become in- 


volved in a terrific drama of love as they sojourn there 
in the very midst of these ancient tokens of dread vio- 
lence and dark death. It is one of the great novels of 
the time and you will not want to miss an instalment of it. 








“So I have already observed,” rejoined the newcomer, 
with his easy tolerance that was somehow quite distinct 
from familiarity. “In fact, at the present moment, I believe 
His Lordship is in the thick of an argument with the dean 
as to whether Shakespeare or Bacon wrote the Bible. It’s 
rather an important point, you know Have you any 
iheories on the subject, might one ask? 

A little quiver that could hardly be described as a smile 
passed over the secretary’s thin features, but her eyes re- 
mained upon her work 


“JT don’t go in for theories,” she said, “or arguments 
I am far too busy.” 
“By Jove!” he commented. “How you hate it!” 


She raised her brows very slightly—delicate brows, one 
of them a shade more tilted than the other, giving a quaint 
look of humor to a face that seldom smiled 

“T hate nothing,” she said with precision, “I have no 
time.” 

The exasperating click of the typewriter put an end to 
all discussion, but it did not dislodge the intruder, as it 
was obviously intended to do. He merely propped himself 
against the gray stone-work of the window and took out 
his cigarette-case 

On and on clicked the typewriter. The typist’s lips 
were firmly closed, her eyes resolutely fixed upon her work 
She reached a thin, nervous hand for another sheet 

“Still more platitudes?” queried the man who leaned 
against the window-frame 

“IT am sorry,” said the secretary very evenly, her eyes 
unswervingly upon him, “but you are disturbing me. I 
must ask you to go away.” 

He stood looking at her in frank astonishment. No 
woman had ever made him so simple and so compelling a 
request before. This from the secretary, the insignificant 
adjunct, the wholly undesirable and unknown etcetera of his 
uncle’s household! There certainly was more here than met 
the eye! He collected himself with an unwonted feeling 
of being at a disadvantage and instantly determined to save 
the situation at all costs. He leaned toward her, meeting 
the grave insistence of her look with a disarming smile. 
“Miss—Thorold, I haven’t offended you?” 

“No,” said Frances Thorold briefly. “I am busy; that’s 
all.” 

“T am sorry,” he said stiffly, “to have appeared intrusive 
That was not my intention. I only spoke to you because I 
heard your voice and imagined the hour for recreation had 
arrived, Pray accept my apologies! 

The firm lips relaxed a little, and a short sigh came 
through them. “There is no need for apology,” she said 
“No one apologizes to—a machine. But it has got to keep 
working, and it mustn’t be interrupted.” 


You can't work all day! he protested 

She nodded. “I can. I do, And why not? It’s what 
I’m here for.” 

“No machine will go forever,” he said, “if left to itself 
The best of them need occasional rest for adjustment and 


lubrication. Otherwise they run down and wear out before 
their time.” 


He was aware of the gleam of appreciation that crossed 
her intent face, and for the first time he marked the weary 
lines about her eye Then he met them again, and knew 
that he had scored a point. “Thank you, Mr. Rotherby. 
I shall remember your advice.” 

“And take it?” suggested Rotherby Then, as she did 
not reply “It may be dry bread, but it’s better than 
stones, anyway 

He got what he angled for. She threw him a fleeting 
smile, and in a moment he caught the charm which up till 


then had eludk 


HE monotonou icking of the typewriter continued 
through the su r siler as the secretary pursued 


her task with erect head and compressed lips. With 
achinelike precisi he tapped out the long, learned sen 
nce Page after page was covered and laid aside. The 
ithedral clock chimed and struck again. Then, in a quarter 
of an hour, there ! the booming of a heavy gong 
rough the hous Frances Thorold finished her sentence 
Her hands f her lay She sat inert, as one utterly 
xhausted, her her head bowed Then, very 
harply, as though at a word of rebuke, she straightened 
herself and began t et her papers in order. She had 
labored for five hours without a break, save for the brief 
nterlude f Montague Rotherby interruption At the 
ening of the d she rose to her feet, but continued her 
task witheut turnir The Bishop of Burminster had a 
known objection t any forms of deference from in- 
nors 
Why do you r Mi Thorold? Pray continue your 

k! You waste tir by these observances.” : 

She straightened t last page and made quiet reply 

“I think I have finished my task for this morning, my 

rd in any cas t is lunct n-time.” 

“You hate finished He took up the pile of typescript 
with eagerness, but in a moment tossed it down again with 
exasperation. “You call that finished!’ 

For this morning repeated Frances Thorold, in her 

jiet, unmoved voice “It is a lengthy and a difficult 
pie f work. But I hope to finish it tonight.’ 

It must be finished tonight,” said the bishop with de 

cision ‘It is essential that it should be handed to me 


for revision by nine o'clock. Kindly make a note of this. 


Miss Thorold! I must say I 
am disappointed. I had hoped 
that work so purely mechani 
cal would have taken far less 
time.” The bishop, lean, for- 
bidding of aspect, pulled at 
his clean-shaven chin with an 
irritable gesture. He had a 
bundle of letters in his hand 
which he slapped down upon 
the table before her 

“There are these to be 
answered, and when is time to 
be found for them if your 
whole day is to be occupied 
in the typing of my treatise 
a very simple piece of work, 
mere rough copy, after all, 
which will have to be done 
again from beginning to end 
after my revision?” 

“I will take your notes 
upon those this afternoon,” 
said Frances. “I will have 
them ready for your signature 
in time to catch the midnight 
post.” 

“Absurd!” said the bishop 
“They must go before then.” 


HE heard him without 
dismay. “Then I will do 
them first, and type the 
rest of the treatise afterward,” 


she said. 
He made a sound of im- 
patience. “A highly  un- 


satisfactory method of pro- 
cedure! I am afraid I can 
not compliment you upon the 
businesslike way in which you 
execute your duties.” 

He did not expect a reply 
to this, but as if out of space 
it came. “Yet I execute 
them,” said Frances Thorold 
steadily and respectfully 

He looked at her sharply, 
his cold gray eyes drawn to 
keen attention. “With very 
indifferent success,” he com- 
mented. “Pray remember 
that, Miss Thorold, should the 
position you occupy ever 
tempt you to feel uplifted!” 
She made no answer, and her 
face revealed nothing to his 
unsparing scrutiny. He was a 
man who had but one aim 
and object in life, and this he 
followed with untiring and 
wholly ruthless persistence. Before all things he desired 
and so far as his powers permitted he meant to achieve, 
the establishment of the church as a paramount and en- 
during force above all other forces. He followed unswerv- 
ingly this one great idea. It was his idol, his fetish, this 
dream -of power, and he worshiped it blindly, not realizing 
that the temple he sought to erect was already dedicated to 
personal ambition rather than to the glory of God. 

The rosy-faced dean, with his funny Shakespearean 
hobby-horse, was as putty in his hands, and it never struck 
him that that same pink-cheeked curiosity was a tool in- 
finitely more fit for the Master’s use than he himself could 
ever be. Neither did he ever dream of the fiery scorn that 
burned so deeply in his secretary’s silent soul as she bent 
herself to the burden he daily laid upon her. It would 
not have interested him had he known. The welfare of the 
dogs under the table had never been any concern of the 
Bishop of Burminster. They were lucky to eat of the crumbs. 

And so he passed her by as unworthy of notice, merely 
glancing through her script, finally tossing the pages down 
and turning from her with a brief, “You will lunch with 
me, but pray be as speedy as possible and return to your 
work as soon as you have finished!” 

Four people sat at the old oak table in the oak-raftered 
dining-room of the bishop’s palace that day, and no greater 
contrast than they presented could well have existed among 
beings of the same race 

Dr. Rotherby—the bishop—sat in preoccupied silence 
scanning an ecclesiastical paper while he ate. He never 
encouraged conversation at any meal save dinner, and his 
sister, Miss Rotherby, nervous, pinched and dyspeptic, sup- 
ported him dutifully in this as in every other whim. She 
sat with her knitting on the table beside her ready to be 
picked up at every spare moment, on the principle that every 
second was of value—a short-sighted, unimaginative woman 
whose whole attention was concentrated upon the accom- 
plishment of her own salvation. Montague Rotherby, the 
sunburnt man of travel, sat between the two, and wondered 
what he was doing there. He had just wandered home from 
an expedition in Central Africa, and he had come hither with 
the half-formed intention of writing a book on his ex- 
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No shade of feeling crossed her death-white face. 


periences. He wanted peace and quiet for the purpose, and 
these surroundings had seemed ideal. The bishop and his 
sister had given him welcome, and he had believed himself 
to be fulfilling a family duty by visiting them. But he 
had begun already to realize that there was something very 
vital lacking in the atmosphere of the palace. 

“Can’t stand this much longer,” was his thought, as he 
sat before the polished board on this, the fourth day of his 
sojourn. And then his look fell upon the secretary seated 
opposite him. 

She sat, remote and silent, in the shadow of a heavy 
green curtain against which the pallor of her face took on 
a ghastly hue. He watched her narrowly, having nothing 
else to occupy him. She scarcely touched the food before 
her. She seemed a figure of tragedy, and as it were in 
spite of itself his careless soul was moved to an unwonted 
compassion. In silence he awaited developments. They 
came, more swiftly than even he anticipated. 

Very suddenly the bishop looked up from his paper 
“Miss Thorold, you have work to do. I beg you will not 
linger here if you have finished.” 


IS voice came with the rasp of authority through the 

sultry summer quiet. The secretary started as if at 

the piercing of a nerve and instantly rose to leave 
the table. She pushed in her chair methodically, but oddly 
at that point her intention seemed to fail her. She stood 
swaying as one stricken with a curious uncertainty, gazing 
straight upward with dazed eyes. Rotherby sprang to his 
feet, but he was too late. She threw up her hands like a 
baffled swimmer and fell straight backward on the polished 
floor. The sound of her fall mingled with a furious ex- 
clamation from Rotherby’s lips and he was around the 
table and by her side almost before the two other spectators 
had realized what was taking ‘place. 

“Oh, good gracious!” gasped the bishop’s sister. 

“Tt is only a faint.” Curt and contemptuous came the 
bishop’s voice. “Lay her in that chair, Montague! She 
will soon recover. She is only overcome by the heat.” 

“Overcome!” growled Montague between his teeth. The 
white face with its parted, colorless lips somehow excited 


~ 
~~ 
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“I do not hold you responsible for another man’s 


driven to death by that 
nothing but skin and 


“She’s worn out- 
Why, she’s 


more than pity. 
accursed typewriting 
bone!” 

He raised the slight, inert figure, holding it propped 
against his knee while with one hand on the dark head he 
pressed it forward. It was a device which he had not 
thought would fail, but it had no effect upon the uncon- 
scious secretary, and a sharp misgiving seized him. “Get 
ome brandy—quick !” 

“There is no brandy in the house,” said the bishop 
But this is nothing. Have you never seen a woman faint?” 

“Damnation!” flared Montague. “Do you want her to 
lie on your hands? There is brandy in a flask in my room. 
Send one of the servants for it!” 

“Don’t be foolish!” said the bishop, but he 
brandy. “She will be herself again in five minutes. 
ve will have a doctor.” 

“Better send for one at once,” said Montague 

“Very well,” said the bishop stiffly. “Perhaps it would 
be the wisest course.” And he left them 

“This is very painful,’ said Miss Rotherby tremulously, 
gathering up her knitting 

He was left in sole charge of a woman whom he scarcely 
knew, who might die at any moment, if indeed she were 
not already dead. He applied himself with the dexterity of 
i steady nerve to the task of coaxing a spoonful of brandy 
between the livid lips. A slight tremor at the throat and 
hen a convulsive attempt to swallow rewarded him. He 
ifted her higher, muttering words of encouragement of 
which he was hardly aware. 


rang for the 
If not, 


ER eyelids began to tremble painfully as though she 
sought to lift them, but could not. She stirred a 
groping hand. “Give me—something—to hold onto!” 
she whispered piteously. 
He gripped the cold fingers closely in his own. “You'll 
be all right presently. I know this sort of game—played 
t myself in my time. Take it easy! Don’t be in a hurry!” 
The white throat was working again, and two tears came 
slowly from between the closed lids and ran down the 
lrawn face 


wickedness,” she said 


“Sit 


He helped her to a chair by the French window 
Is that 


here till you feel better! It’s a fairly cool corner. 
all right ?” 

Her hand relaxed and fell. She 
“Just for two minutes—not longer 
my work.” 

“It’s that damned work that’s done it,” said Montague 
“You'll have to go on sick leave, for this afternoon at least.” 

“Oh, no,” said the secretary in a voice of quiet decision. 
“T have no time to be ill.” 

He watched her narrowly. “You'll have a bad break- 
down if you don’t take a rest,” he said. 


HE smiled faintly 
just—the heat.” 
He turned from her with the hint of a shrug. “No 

doubt you know your own business best, and of course I 
fully realize that it is no part of mine to give advice.” 

“Oh, please!” she said gently. That was all; but spoken 
in a tone that brought him back to her with a sharp turn. 
He looked at her, and was amazed at himself because the 
faint smile in her tired eyes gave him a new sensation. 

“Wasn’t that what you meant?” he said, after a moment 

“No,” she made quiet answer. “I never mean that to the 
people who show me kindness. It happens—much too 
seldom.” She spoke with a dignity that was above pathos, 
but none the less was he touched. “You must have had a 
pretty rotten time of it,” he said 

To which she made no reply, though in her silence he 
found no sign of ungraciousness, and was more attracted 
than repelled thereby. 

There was a sheet of water in the palace garden, fed by 
a bubbling spring. Cypress and old yew trees grew along 
its banks, and here and there the crumbling ruins of an old 
monastery that had once adjoined the cathedral showed ivy- 
covered along the path that wound beside it. It was said 
that the frocked figure of an ancient friar was wont to pace 
this path in the moonlight, but none who believed the 
superstition ever had the courage to verify it. 

Montague Rotherby, wandering there late that night, had 
no thought for apparitions of any description. He was 


sigh. 
back to 


lay back with 
I must get 


“Oh, no. I shall be all right. It’s 


wrapt in his own meditations, and neither the beauty of 
the place nor its eeriness appealed to him. He was beginning 
to realize that he had come to the wrong quarter for the 
peace his soul desired. A few brief, wholly dispassionate 
words from his uncle’s lips had made it quite clear to him 
that it was possible even for a man of his undeniable posi- 
tion in the world to outstay his welcome, and, béfng possessed 
of a considerable amount of pride, Montague needed no 
second hint to be gone. 

But very curiously he found an inner influence 
with his resolution. To admit that he was attracted by that 
very insignificant and wholly unimportant person, the 
bishop’s secretary, was of course too preposterous for a man 
of his standing. The bare idea brought a cynical twist to 
his lips. But she had undeniably awakened his compassion 

a matter for wonder but not for repudiation Insignificant 
she might be, but her patient endurance had aroused his 
admiration. He wanted to stop and see fair play 


at war 


HIS was the problem that vexed his soul as he paced 

up and down in the moonlight on that summer night, 

and as he walked the resolution grew within him not 

to leave until he had had the chance of speech with her 
again. She might refuse to grant it to him, might seek to 
avoid him. Instinct told him that would; but he wa 
a man to whom opposition was as a draught of wine, and 
it had never been his experience to be withstood for long 
by a woman. It would amuse him to overcome her resistance 
The effect of the moonlight, filtering through the boughs 

of the yew and striking upon the dark water, sent a thrill 
of artistic pleasure through his soul He stood still to 
appreciate it with all the home-coming joy of the wanderer 
The romance and the beauty appealed to him with peculiar 
force, and he stood before it with something of reverence. 
Then, very softly chiming, there came the sound of the 
cathedral clock, followed after a solemn pause by eleven 
deep strokes. He counted them mechanically till the last 
one died away, then turned to retrace his steps, realizing 
with a shrug the lateness of the hour. It was thus that he 
saw her standing in the moonlight—a slender figure, oddly 

[Turn to page 22] 
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and Hate Strive for Supremacy? 





“When I got out of the hospital I 

took the boy and just walked along 

the street. I walked an’ walked. 
I didn’t know what to do” 











A loud, sustained murmur of talk welled into laughter 
juick and ready, into vociferous applause, into reckless bet- 
ting on the various poker games. But even as she flashed 

repartee over her shoulder or sang a racy song, Red Fan 
intuitively interpreted the spirit of the crowd 

Groups formed around the windows, and there the 
argumentative discussions grew tense 

It needed not the occasional stray phrase to convince 
her they were talking of the unfinished bridge and the 


impending strike 

Under pretext of resting her fingers she left the piano 
and moved toward one of the windows 

She suuld see the moving lights on the great bridge 


where the night crew worked; above the roar of the river 
he heard the clang of hammer and sledge 
[he studied vivacity of her expression sagged into bleak 





“Hit ‘er up there, Fan. Somethin’ quick an’ divilish!” 

She started, then shot a malevolent glance at Mike, the 
ruddy-faced proprietor, standing in the doorway. Again the 
garish jewels danced above the keyboard The dis- 
cordant but jovial notes of an old-time favorite set feet to 
Nigging 


“I’m a rambler, I’m a gambler, but more I don’t tell, 
And them that don’t like me can just—tra-la-lell.” 

But as the woman sang, her shoulders swaying with 
the rhythm of the music, her eyes watched the progress 
of Mike through the room. 

From group to group he moved 

Games halted, faces were lifted to hear him, heads 
nodded emphatic agreement or sullen compliance. 

He edged his way to the piano 

Her eyes challenged the scrutiny in his 

He leaned toward her. 

“All set fer twelve o'clock tonight.” 

He lowered his voice. “The men lay down their 
tools an’ quit.” . 

“What about the river?” she asked, her tireless fingers 
straying into a waltz. 

“Up two feet since noon. Rain’s stopped, but the 
Chinook wind’s blowin’ steady. Now fer the melted snow. 
At this rate it'll take the bridge in three days.” 

“Is—he here?” 

“Who? The super? Royce, you mean? Sure, down in 
his office now. Told me he’d never give the extra money 

(Turn to page 24] 
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OU actually mean to 
tell me that you 
don’t want to get 
out of this dripping 
hole?” 
“My dear old 
ass, why on earth should I 
want to get out of it?” 

Anthony Christopher Ston- 
ingham Calvert faced the in- 
credulous glare of the freckle- 
faced young gentleman from 
Ohio with engaging candor. 
Four years of soaking in 
tropical pest-holes and rioting 
from Monte Carlo to Rio, 
from Shanghai to Singapore, 
since they had met, yet there 
he now sat, sprawled out full length in his 
great cane chair, as cool and shameless and un- 
conquerably youthful as though he had just been 
sent down from Oxford for the first time. Even by 
the dim light that filtered through the cane shutters, 
green and strange as the faint glow that washes though 
aquariums, it was clear that time had found no power to 
touch that long grace, that bright head with its ruffled crop 
of short hair, those gay eyes, wide-set and mischievous in the 
brown young face, those absurd dimples, carved deep into 
the lean curve of the cheek. Young Ledyard gave a bark 
of outraged protest. 

“You mean it? You aren’t coming back with me?” 

“Not for all the goid in the Indies, my dear kid—or out 
of them either, if it comes to that.” The Honorable Tony, 
as he had been dubbed by a scandalized and diverted public, 
grinned alluringly. “The whole thing is absolutely ripping, 
and the only thing that I ask is to spend the next sixty years 
doing precisely what I’m doing now.” 

“I don’t believe you,” rejoined his baffled guest flatly. 
“Why in God’s name should you want to rot your life 
away in a little backwater hell, when I can give you a 
first-rate job twenty-four hours after we land in America?” 

“But, my dear fellow, I wouldn’t have your job as a 
birthday gift. You may be the heir apparent to the greatest 
rubber business in the whole jolly globe, but let me tell you 
that you see before you the chief, sole and official British 
Imperial Adviser to the fattest little Sultan in Asia—” 

“And let me tell ygu that it’s common gossip in every 
gutter in Singapore that your precious Sultan’s a black- 
hearted, thieving scoundrel who’s only waiting for a chance 
to double-cross England and do you one in the eye.” 

“What happens to be the current gutter gossip about his 
adviser?” inquired that gentleman blandly. 


EDYARD’S jaw looked suddenly aggressive. “Never 
mind what it happens to be. What I want to know 
is why your friend Bhakdi isn’t back in his dirty little 

ipital trying to straighten out some of the infernal messes 

he’s got himself into instead of squatting up here in the 
ingle hunting tigers?” 

“Because his invaluable adviser advises him to stay pre- 

cisely where he is,” explained the Honorable Tony cheerfully. 
“You'd hardly have us trot back without a tiger, would you?” 
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Out of the black frame there smiled a tiny vision of gold and ivory 


“Oh, for the love of the Lord, shut up! I tell you this 
whole thing’s a rotten ugly dangerous business, and I didn’t 
come crawling up through Hades to have you turn it into 
a joke. I can’t stay jawing about it, and you know it— 
it’s going to be a darned close squeak to make connections 
with the steamer as it is. Are you coming or are you not?” 

“T are not. This whole performance is the purest farce, I 
swear! Wait till you see his Imperial Majesty—as nice a 
buttery, pompous little blighter as you’d want to lay eyes 
on, who’s spent six months at Cambridge and comes to heel 
like a spaniel if you tell him that anything in the world 
‘isn’t done.’ He has a solid gold bicycle and four unhappy 
marriages and a body-guard with bright green panties and 
mother-of-pearl handles to their automatics! You wouldn’t 
expect even a Chinaman to take that seriously, would you?” 

“T should think you'd go mad, trying to get along with 
a bounder who doesn’t know the first thing in the world 
about your code or standards or—” 

“William, you are the most frightful donkey! The only 
code that I’ve recognized since I pattered off the ancestral 
estate is the jolly dot-dash thing they use for telegrams. 
Now I’ve got our Bhakdi to the point where he drills his 
troops in British and plays a cracking game of auction, 
absolutely without cheating—civilization’s greatest triumph 
in the near or far East. Personally, I ask no more of it!” 









Ledyard mopped his 

brow  despairingly. 

The dim room with 

its snowy matting and 

pale green cushions looked 

cool enough, but the heat out- 

side would have penetrated a re- 

frigerator. Just the other side of 

those protecting shutters the sun was 

beating down on the quiet waters 

until they glared back like burning 

silver—the tufts of palm and bam- 

boo were hanging like so many 

dejected jade banners in the breath- 

less air—the ridieulous little houses 

huddled clumsily together on their 

ungainly piles, were shrinking un- 

happily under their huge hats of nipa 
thatch. 

“It’s a dirty, poisonous hole!” he protested fiercely 
“Tt beats me why you can’t see it. If anything went wrong 
here, you wouldn’t have a white man in a hundred miles 
to turn to. What about that Scotch engineer who was so 
everlastingly intimate with your precious Bhadki?” 

“Well, what about him? The poor chap fell down a 
shaft and broke his neck.” 

“Oh, he did, did he? Well, believe me, thats not what 
they say in Singapore! Calvert, for God’s sake, get out of 
this place. Every inch of it smells of death and damnation. 
How anyone who calls himself an English gentleman can 
stick it for a minute—” 

“But I don’t call myself an English gentleman,” the 
Honorable Tony assured him earnestly. “God forbid! I 
call myself an out-and-out waster and rotter, exiled forever 
from the Mother Country by a cruel and powerful elder 
brother. The only trick in it is that I’m simply cuckoo 
with ecstasy over the entire situation. Not according to 
Kipling, what? No, the glittering prospect of spending 
the remaining years of a misspent life in the largest rubber 
plant in Ohio leaves me considerably colder than ice; but 
it seems impossible to make you understand that the factory 
has not been built for which I would exchange one single 
baked banana soaked in rum and moonlight. Think of the 
simply hideous sacrifices that I’d make, can’t you?” 
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“Just what are you going to do if I don’t stand aside?” 
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“Shoot you where you stand!” 





Ledyard looked suddenly three shades 
hotter beneath his freckles. “Thanks. Glad 
to «discover how much you enjoyed your 
visit to us.” 

“I enjoyed every minute of it to the point 
ot explosion, as you are thoroughly well 
aware. What do you think that those July 
evenings under the awnings on your verandah 
ment to a God-forsaken flying chap back 
from the wars, William?” 


ILLIAM looked frankly unappeased 
“A hool of a lot of difference it 
makes what I think! I know on 
God-forsaken flying chap who thought it 





lhe Honorable Tony Proves Himself the True Son of “Her Grace”’ 


OU remember the story in a recent McCall’s of Her Grace—that creature of of him say three consecutive inoffensive 

laughter and sunshine, who brought the Black Duke, in his middle-aged ’ 
romance, the first happiness he had ever known? 
: Perhaps you remember, too, the golden-haired boy who came into this 
world as his mother smiled her way into the next one 
Her Grace, before the baby’s birth, had given her husband, that her child should 
learn to transfigure the sad things of life with laughter, as she herself had and howl with sheer emotion whenever I 
always done. 

Here is the story of that golden-haired son, now grown to man’s estate, and 
of a situation fraught with tragedy, but which he met with a smile. 


and the promise that 


Ledyard’s shoulders, in the old, remembered 
gesture of gay affection. “For God’s sake, 
do try to remember that I am simply a 
feather-headed goat who can’t for the life 


syllables—I give you my word that I was 
born with both feet in my mouth—actually! 
As for your taking the time and trouble to 
come tooting up that frightful river in order 
to throw me a life-line, I could sit down 


think of it. It’s the absolute rot to talk 
about going before sundown; the sun would 
simply melt you down like a tallow candle 
Besides, the jetty-eyed companion of your 








wasn't good enough for him, by a long shot 

Not while he was able to hop off and 

rot his soul out in a water-logged bamboo shack in Asia!” 
The owner of the bamboo shack settled deeper into 

his chair with a graceless and engaging grin. “My dear 

chap, it was Heaven, pure and simple—but a dash too 


pure and simple for some of u Every man his own Heaven, 


what? Well, you're sitting in mine at present. Of course 
it mightn’t suit anyone with even an elementary code of 
principles, but having none of any kind or description it 
uits me down to the ground and up to the sky 

“Oh, bunk!” commented Ledyard with fervent irrita 
tion “You've got all the principles you need; do you 
think I'd have come chasing up this river in every 
thing from a motor-boat to a raft after any howling 


blackguard ?” 
“Well, it’s rather one on you, isn’t it, dear boy? Because 


it’s so absolutely what you've up and gone and done. The 
trouble with you is that you don’t know a rotter when you 
see one. Didn’t I spend four jolly busy years in the R. F. C 
trying to get it through your thick skull between fights that 
I was ninety-nine kinds of a blighter? Now do for the 
love of Allah, st@ép jawing and try to see it my way if 


you'd been chivvied about for your entire life by a lot of 
frenzied vestals for aunts who were trying to guide you 


to what they unfortunately considered grace, and three 
simply appalling bounders for brothers who set up the 
most frightful howl over the Bolingham name and the 
Bolingham honor and the Bolingham fortunes every time 
the youngest member of the Bolingham family picked a 
primrose, you’d good and well think you were in Heaven if 
you could just get out of earshot of their ghastly voices.” 

“Damn it all!” cried young Ledyard violently. “You 
haven't got the nerve to sit up there and tell me that you 
call this filthy water-hole Heaven? 

“Oh, I haven't, haven't I?” The Honorable Tony re- 
garded the flushed countenance with pensive amusement 
“I say, you Americans do have the most amazing cheek! 
Who ever asked you to come puffing and blowing into my 
own particular earthly paradise and start in slanging it?” 


then, and not waste any more of the valuable time that 
you’re employing so profitably. If you'll get hold of 
one of those black swine that make up your circle of friends 
these days, and tell him to get my men and the raft—” 
“My dear old chap!” The Honorable Tony was at 
Ledyard’s side in two great strides; his arm was about 


fons ARD rose sharply to his feet. “All right, I'll be off, 


travels isn’t back from her interview with 
His Majesty, and you can hardly abandon 
her to our tender mercies. I say, didn’t you gather that 
she was going to romp straight back to our sheltering 
wings as soon as she’d presented the heart-wrung petition?” 
“If you believe two words the lying little devil says, 
you're a worse fool than I am!” said Ledyard gloomily. 


HE Honorable Tony shouted his delight. 
“What an absolutely shocking way to talk about 
a perfect lady who touchingly relies on your being 
a perfect gentleman. ‘Meestair Billee Ledyar’, allaways he 
conduck heemself lik a mos’ pairfick genteelman!’ ” 
He shouted again at the sight of Meestair Billee Ledyar’s 
revolted countenance 
“Calvert, when I think what I’ve been through with that 
beastly limpet. It’s nothing short of a miracle that I didn’t 
bash her head against the anchor and feed her to the 
crocodiles. Who the devil is she, anyway?” 
“Daisy de Vallorosa? My dear chap, why ask me?” 
“Well, I do ask you. She seems to know who you are 
all right! She swore that she’d met you and Bhakdi at a 
special concert while he was visiting Singapore.” 
“Oh, extremely special,” murmured the Honorable Tony, 
a reminiscent gleam in his eye. “Rather! She sang some 
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For one brief second, in the flare of the match, she stood out sharply as an etching, her eyes two black pools of panic in the white terror of her face 


little songs that were quite as special as anything I’ve ever 
heard in my life, and at one time or another I’ve heard 
a good few. Bhakdi was most frightfully bowled over; he 
gave her two hammered gold buckles and a warm invitation 
to drop in on him at any time that she was in the neighbor- 
hood. I rather fancy that that’s what’s at the bottom of 
all this. Taking one thing with another, I’m inclined to 
believe that Necessity became a mother again when our 
little Daisy barged into you, and that. the expiring brother 
is simply one of her inventive offspring. Hence death and 
the tin mines! By the way, just how did the young female 
barge into you?” 

HE had the next seat on the train from Singapore, curse 
her!” replied Ledyard vindictively. nd she sat there as 
good and quiet as pie, squeaking out, ‘Yes, I sank you,’ 
and, ‘No, I sank you,’ every time I asked her if she wanted 
the window up, or the shades down or—or anything. Then 
when we found that you and Bhakdi had lit out after 
tigers, and I decided that I’d just have time before the next 
boat to hire a crew and hunt you down, she went off 

to twenty-one different kinds of hysterics until I promised 
to bring her along too. Fi meenit—only five small lil’ 
meenit to spik weeth the gr-reat, the good Sultan and the 
gr-reat, noble Honorable Meestaire Tonee Calve’, and her 
Manuelo would be restore’ once more to her arms. When 
I think that I fell for that I could choke down about a 
quart of carbolic straight.” 

“Oh, I can quite see how it came about—dquite, quite!” 
murmured the Honorable Tony, pensively sympathetic. 

“Believe me, you can’t see the half of it!” Ledyard ran 

frenzied hand through the sandy hair. “Listen, how about 
zetting away now, before she turns up?” 

“Well, upon my word, you unprincipled young devil, I’ve 
yet to hear a cooler proposition! Damme if you don’t 

irdle the blood—damme if you don’t. Are you asking me 
sit by and condone a callous desertion of this young 
male to the lures of a wily and dissolute potentate?” 

Ledyard faced his delighted inquisitor unabashed. “Oh, 
go on—TI’'ll bet that’s what she’s after. She’s probably 


a cousin of his; anyone with all that fuzzy black hair 
afid those black saucer eyes and nasty glittery little teeth—” 

“Wrong again, dear boy. The lady is undeniably the 
legitimate offspring of Lady Scott’s glish maid and a 
Portuguese wine merchant, born in Madeira. She is also a 
British subject, being the legitimate widow of the late 
Tommy Potts, one time pianist of the Imperial Doll Baby 
Girls.” 

“See here,” demanded William, “how do you happen to 
know so much about this Portuguese Empire Doll Baby?” 

“A trifling matter of a passport, William. Purely as a 
business matter it became my painful duty to excavate the 
lady’s buried past.” 

Ledyard eyed him suspiciously. 

“T believe she’s gone on you and you know it,” he said 
gloomily. “Anyway, if she doesn’t turn up pretty soon, I’m 
going to pull out, and that’s that. You and Bhakdi can 
fight it out between the two of you—I’m through chaperon- 
ing Daisy de Vallorosa Potts from now on.” 

“Sorry, but you’re going to have to chaperon her clear 
back to Singapore,” the Honorable Tony assured him in- 
flexibly. “If there’s one thing that I simply cannot and 
will not stick it’s cheap perfume. The less it costs, the 
more they use! Lord, the perfume that little hussy uses!” 

“Well, she’d better step lively,” remarked her late escort 
ominously. “I’m not joking, you know. If I don’t make 
connections with that boat in Singapore, I’m as good as 
disinherited ! srnor’s not so gone on you that he’d 

ider you any excuse for missing two boats, you know.” 

for missing one, you young ass The gay eyes 
dwelt on him deeply for a moment, mocking and affectionate. 
“Your very able parent was one fellow who never enter- 
tained any illusions as to my intrinsic merit, wasn’t he?” 


EDYARD drew a long breath, his face little pale. 
“Yes,” he said slowly, “yes, he w That was 
one of the things I wanted to talk to you about rather 
particularly. You know it’s hard to talk to you about 
anything like that, Calvert!” 
“Then why do it?” 


“Oh, not because I want to!” His angry, tired young 
face bore unmistakable testimony to that. 

“Is it beside the mark to ask you just whose pleasure 
you are consulting, then?” Young Ledyard set his teeth 
hard 

“Pattie’s,” he said, very distinctly. 


HE Honorable Tony did not stir, but the eyes that 

he fixed on Pattie’s brother went suddenly and in 

credibly black. After a long pause,he repeated, evenly 
and courteously, “Pattie’s?” 

“Yes, Pattie’s. That’s half of why I came. The other 
half, if you want to know, is because I’m fool enough to 
care more about you than any other man I ever met— 
than any other two men.” The wide eyes were suddenly 
blue again. 

“Thanks,” said the Honorable Tony, and there was 
something startlingly sweet in his smile. “Thanks awfully 
It’s quite mutual, you know—any three men, I should say 
offhand. Suppose we simply let it go at that?” 

“T can’t let it go at that, I tell you—I wish to the Lord 
I could. Pattie had it al) out with Dad, and she made me 
swear that I'd run you down when I got out here and 
bring you back. She said that if I couldn’t work it any 
other way I was to tell you that she said, ‘Please. I’m 
at the end of my rope, Calvert—and Pattie says, ‘Please.’ ” 

The Honorable Tony raised his hand sharply and sat 
curiously still, staring through Pattie’s brother as though 
he saw someone else. Possibly he did see someone else— 
someone as clear and cool in that dim, hot room as a little 
spring; someone who stood there very small and straight 
with young Ledyard’s sandy hair clasping her brows like 
a wreath of autumn leaves, and young Ledyard’s gray ¢ 
turned to two dancing stars, and young Ledyard’s freckles 
trailing a faint gold powder across the very tip of her tilted 
nose—someone as brave and honest as a little boy, and as 
wistful and gentle as a little girl, who stood clasping her 
hands together tightly, and said, “Please.” 

“No, by God!” cried the Honorable Tony loudly. “No!” 

(Turn to page 28) 
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A storm was coming. The moan rose to 
a roar that steadily grew in volume. The 
air was filled with sand that peppered 
his face and hands 


A Powerful Short Story of Love and 
Adventure in the American Desert by 
the Noted Author of “His Children’s 


Children,”’ ‘‘Tutt and Mr. Tutt,’’ etc. 


Illustrated by Arthur Fuller 


ayy E HAD almost spoken. The words asking her 
" to be his wife had half formed themselves 
; upon his lips as they sat, speeding eastward 
across the desert, in her drawing-room on the 
“Sunset Limited Just why they had re 
mained unuttered—and hence unanswered—he 
could not say Perhaps it was owing to his certainty of 
what the answer would be He knew that he could ask 
her at any time before they reached New York and be 
equally sure of her reply 








Although he had known her thirteen years generally 
and three months especially, he had not realized that he 
truly loved her until that afternoon the week before, when 
he had seen her coming down the white marble steps of the 
eucalyptus-lined terrace of Tommy Burnham’s marvelous 
“Mediterranean” house at Santa Barbara. Except for the 
“Villa D'Este” there is no such terrace in the world as 
rommy Burnham's, and if you prefer eucalyptus trees to 
cypresses, there is none at a 

Their relations since childhood had been mildly intimate 
—it had been vaguely supposed that there was “an under 
standing” between then His attitude was humble, hers 
of a sweet sisterliness tinged with a slight condescension, 


owing to her acknowledged superiority of intellect; for he 
t 


was only a polo-player, while 1e affected the Neo-Platonist 
group of the wealthy intelligentia. Anna Borland was small 


sloe-eyed, olive-skinned—exquisitely pretty in a _ subtle 
Eastern way that lent itself to diaphanous, floating gar 
ments and many-hued turbans. It was the turban that had 
done it. Gilford Rand was anything but imaginative, but 
that afternoon, as if drugged by all the drowsy sirups of 
the ancient world, he had felt the mystery of the past 


about him, and when Tommy had murmured 

“*The lion and the lizard keep 

The courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep,’’ 

he had nodded an appreciative “I get you!” 

So he shad waited for her beside the lily-pool, smoking 
a cigarette at the bottom of the moss-grown steps, and 
she had come drifting down toward him through the lilac 
dusk like a Persian princess—and all in one magic moment 
it had come over him that he adored her. That she had 
no money made her all the more precious, proving that 
her taste for luxury was inherent and not acquired. 

Anna had drifted down Tommy Burnham’s terrace 
through the lilac dusk on several occasions toward other 
young men, but nothing had come of it. This time the 


husky tones of Rand’s voice, the strained look in his eyes, 
had told her that something had happened to him. Now 
as he sat opposite her in the train his voice and his eyes 
still told her the same thing, as she waited anxiously for 
the simple question that would make her future secure. She 
saw the words take shape upon his lips, hover there and 
die; and she turned faint at the possibility that her chance 
was gone forever. Why had he not spoken? The silence 
was becoming awkward. Well, there would be plenty of 
other occasions before they reached New York! She would 
make -them. The thing now was to avoid self-consciousness, 
embarrassment 

“What myriads of flowers!” she exclaimed, looking 
through the window. “Purple and gold and scarlet! Like 
the gleaming cohorts of Assurbanipal. The embankment 
is covered with them.” 

“Funny, how they grow right out of the sand!” he 
ventured, striving to resurrect some faint recollection of who 
Assurbanipal might be. “You wouldn't think they’d find 
enough nourishment there.” 

“They're effective only in the mass!” she rejoined 
“Individual wild flowers are coarse, compared with cultivated 
ones. Beauty needs nurture, and the right soil, properly 
prepared 

‘I sometimes think that never blows so red 

The rose as where some buried Cesar bled; 

That every hyacinth the garden wears 

Dropped in her lap from some once lovely head!’ ” 


E listened reverently, although to his dull mind ft was 

not clear just what Cesar had to do with it. Neither 

was he satisfied that she was right about the wild 
flowers. There were harebells, for instance; he thought them 
very pretty. And lilies-of-the-valley. 

Anna’s taste was perfect, as anyone could see from 
her dainty traveling-equipment, the tiny lace pillow, and 
the embroidered silken scarf, which she had spread over the 
sofa. To the manor born! Nobody could be better fitted 
to be the wife of a rich man. He glanced from the delicate 
contours of her small head and face with its skilfully 
arranged coiffure to the shimmering cactus-studded desert 
through which the train was speeding. Well, she should 
have her chance to shine in the gay world as a married 
woman, take the place at Newport and Palm Beach and 
Santa Barbara to which her beauty and his wealth would 
entitle her 


Just now he was fed up with Santa Barbara, its 
luncheons, its teas and dinners, its concerts and fancy parties, 
its whole piffling existence. Even the noise and struggle of 
New York would be preferable, because at least it would 
be real. Yet in spite of her powder puff and lip stick he 
felt that Anna was real. The mere fact that she was so 
popular, a reigning toast—even if her reign had been a trifle 
prolonged—did not argue her any less so. She was much too 
intelligent not to weigh everything at its proper value. She 
was constantly astonishing him by her cleverness. That 
afternoon at Burnham’s he had been simply amazed at her 
knowledge of the influence of the Persian upon Greek art 
Too bad he wasn’t more up to her! 


sheen of the setting sun. To the north smoldered 
the jagged edges of the purple Sierras; to the south 
west the snow-crowned summits of the San Bernadinos 
reared themselves against a delicately pink sky. Color and 
sunlight everywhere! Overhead on the mountain sides 
below upon the desert floor, covered, as far as the eyé 
could reach with drifts of tiny flowers, through which the) 
passed as through the deflected colors of a prism. Far away 
across the sea of mesquite a single lonely ranch hous 
stood in a square of brown, where some intrepid soul was 
struggling to wrench a living from the sand. It took nerv 
that! Yet no doubt the fellow had found some woman 
willing to go there with him. What a life! Yet he admitted 
that it had points. You were outdoors all the time! 
He turned and rediscovered Anna. 
“How would you like to live there?” he asked her, with 
out realizing what he was saying. 
She smiled at him through half-lowered lids 
“With me along some strip of herbage strown 
That just divides the desert from ‘he sown, 
Where name of slave and sultan is forgot— 
And peace to Mahmud on his golden throne.’” 
“You'd find it pretty rough, I guess!” he grumbled 
awkward and embarrassed. 
“You know the rest of it, don’t you?” she persisted 
tiptoeing softly on the trail of opportunity. 
“Of what?” 
“Of what I was quoting?” 
“No—what is it?” 
“Fitzgerald’s paraphrase of the ‘Rubaiyat of course 
You must know it!” 


O: every side stretched the golden plain drenched in the 
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“Maybe—like the small boy who allowed that he knew 
the Ten Commandments, when he saw them.” 

She smiled forbearingly. 

“It’s quite shocking of you not to know the Rubaiyat!” 

ie said. “I carry it everywhere with me.” 

It was almost as if she had said, “Love me, love the 
Rubaiyat!” A warning that she and Omar Khayyam had 
to be taken together. She opened her blue enameled travel- 
ing-case and removed a daintily tooled little volume bound 
in crushed levant to match. 

“If you’re very good I'll lend you my copy and you can 
go off by yourself and read the whole of it!” 


that there wouldn’t be too much of it. He loathed 
poetry. Would he ever be up to her? Then she 
turned gaily to the window again 

“What wonderful, wonderful flowers! 
like a whole armful of them!” 

Alone in the observation-car Rand finished the whole 
thing in twenty minutes, surprised in spite of his prejudices 
to find the Rubaiyat such good stuff. He even recognized 
Burnham’s couplet about “the lion and the lizard.” A 
egro in a white duck suit and apron thrust his head 
inside the doorway, looked at him and chanted, 

“Firs’ call fo’ dinner!” 

Rand arose, thrust the book into his pocket and stepped 
out upon the back platform into the last rays of the sunset. 
A wake of color followed the train, spreading out on 
either side of the swiftly narrowing track in waves of 
yellow and of blue. Desert verbena in dense masses 


x took it with a sinking of the heart, hoping fervently 


How I should 


swarmed up and over the embankment, even forcing itself , 


between the ties, while golden poppies, more aloof, filled 


He lay half hidden beneath the snow 


the ditches and nearby arroyos. The desert was indeed 
blossoming like the rose. The fragrance of the flowers 
overbore even the smells of the train. Rand wished that he 
could pick some. The verbena would be very becoming to 
Anna. He wondered now why he had not spoken to her. 

They slowed down, and a brakeman came _ hurrying 
through the car. He raised the platform section concealing 
the steps, dropped to the ground, lantern in hand, and ran 
on ahead. The train had now stopped entirely, right in 
the middle of a huge bed of verbena. Rand stepped down 
onto the track and hastily began picking. The conductor and 
brakeman were discussing something up toward the engine. 
Having plucked enough verbena, he crossed to the other 
side of the train, lowered himself into the ditch, and began 
on the poppies. 

A slight noise caused him to turn; the train had started 
again almost imperceptibly. It was but a few feet away, 
and Rand picked another handful of poppies before starting 
up the embankment. This was steeper than it looked, and 
the verbena made it slippery. By the time he had reached 
the rails the train was already thirty yards or so away, and 
receding more and more rapidly every instant. He had been 
a sprinter in college, and that his situation was in any 
way precarious did not occur to him. But the ties proved 
difficult to run on. At first he gained ground, but presently 
to his great disgust he found that the train was steadily 
drawing away from him. The whole thing was preposterous! 
He began to halloo, but that only put him back the more. 
He could not yell and do a hundred in anything like ten 
seconds. Surely someone must have seen him—must see 
him! They couldn’t be going to leave him behind like that! 
Winded, he stopped, waving his cap helplessly. The empty 
observation-platform was now but a black square shrinking 





to a point in the distance. A joke! That was what it was, 
a joke! What would Anna think had become of him? 
He laughed a hollow laugh. That he had committed suicide 
by jumping off the train? Presently, perhaps, they would 
miss him and come back. 


UT the train, giving no evidence of any such intention, 

at that moment slipped out of sight. He was still 

inclined to take the thing as a joke. Well, he’d have 
to walk back to the last station. Then he remembered that 
they had passed none for at least an hour. Also, by con- 
sulting the time-table in his pocket, he learned that the 
train would pass no other for a couple of hours more. 
And its running time was about a mile a minute. There 
was obviously nothing to be done but to wait until the 
next train should come along and try to induce it to stop, 
but the schedule informed him that the next train was not 
due until four-thirty the next morning 

The sun had set, and black shadows were unlinking 
themselves across the plain. On that horizonless expanse 
studded with yucca and greasewood there was no human sign. 
The desert was bleak, cold, gray. A chill wind sent the 
dust of the arroyo swirling upward and started a tumbleweed 
dancing by. He shivered, glad of the leather coat which he 
had slipped on as a protection against the dust. 

He climbed down the embankment—that cursed, slippery 
embankment !—and started through the greasewood to find 
a road, but a half-hour’s search revealed not even a wagon 
track. The floor of the desert was innocent of marks of 
travel. He would have to make a night of it 

He retraced his steps to the track. Some wild-cat engine 
or freight train might happen along. He must have a fire, 

[Turn to page #4] 














He slumped on his chair. 
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His long bloodless fingers picked aimlessly at everything 


> ERIS © 


Part Five 


. WAS love's 


April, gusty with unbidden gaiety 
with 


heavenly intervals of calm; of caprice; 
of stormy contact; of smiles, tremulous, close 
to tears; lips touching in wonder, and the 
sudden breeze of laughter freshening, refreshing 
mind and body—their April in Love after 
youth’s long winter. 

“Poor boy,” she said, “I’ve rather a horrid dinner for 
you. I was dining out, and you didn’t give me time—” 

“You broke a dinner engagement for me, Eris?” 

a telephoned Nancy Cassell that I couldn’t come It 
doesn’t matter ” Now and then she slipped her cool, 
smovth hand into his under the camouflage of the cloth 
And she ate so, sometimes awkwardly; and clung a little 
to his hand when he would have released hers 

Once she drew a deep, uneven breath “T never ex 
pected to be in love,” she said, “It’s so inconvenient!” 

“How?” he protested 

“My dear! I work like the dickens! It would be all 
right if I could come back to you at night. But this way—’ 

After a silence—“That must happen, too, Eris.” 

“I'll have to talk to you about that. And there are 
evenings when I must study—rehearse before the mirror 
or read very hard. And some evenings I am dead tired 
And then there are dinners—and one’s friends. Darling! 
You look at me so oddly!” 

“Well, as I’m in love with you, I'd rather like to see 
you more than twice a year—” 





By Robert W. Chambers 
Author of “Che Flaming Jewel,” ““Cardigan,”’ etc. 


Illustrated by C. E. Chambers 





What Has Happened So Far: 


BARRY ANNAN, author of the most popular 

“best seller” of the season, had for the first time 
in his flirtatious life, fallen genuinely in love. When 
Eris Odell, beautiful film star, confessed that she 
loved him in return, his joy was lessened only by 
his jealousy of Albert Smull, who was financing 
her company. 

Eris, for her part, happily dreaming of her 
marriage with Annan, was haunted by the ghost 
of dead romance in the memory of her marriage 
with the unscrupulous counterfeiter “Stewart 
Graydon,” who had deserted her and fled from 
threatened arrest immediately after the ceremony. 
From this point the story moves quickly to the 
tragic night when Graydon returned. 














She laughed and caught his hands, set her lips to them, 
looked up at him again with her heart in her eyes. “To be 
loved by you,” she said, “is too wonderful for me!” 

Somebody had sent her some cordials—mint, curacao, 
that sort. She had no taste for such things. But she was 
happy to show him her sideboard after dinner. “It’s all for 
you. You like such things, don’t you? Well, then, I’m 
going to keep them for you. Rosalind goes schmoozing 
about when she comes here. Other girls, also. But I’ve been 
unutterably mean—and I’ve hoarded it for you.” 

“Then you did expect me to call you up?” he asked, 
laughingly. 

“Oh, I didn’t know. If you hadn’t called me, I couldn't 
have stood it much longer.” 

“Would you have called me?” 

“Of course. Or died.” 

“Why didn’t you call me?” 

“IT was afraid. And I wasn’t quite dead, yet—” 

“Of what were you afraid? Tell me, Eris.” 

“Yes; I'll have to tell you, now.” They rose from the 
table and she took his arm. “But you must love me, Barry! 
I’ve got to be loved by you now.” 

In the lamplit sitting-room he drew her to him. “How 
could I help loving you, Eris?” 

“I don’t want you to help it. But I’ve got to tell you, 
whether it scares me or not. I think I’d rather wait until 
just before you go.” She curled up on the sofa close to him, 
one hand clasping her ankles, the other against his shoulder. 
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“Also, I want to explain to you,” she said, “that I didn’t 
know Mrs. Grandcourt was your aunt until after I'd fallen 

love with you.” 

“T don’t follow the continuity—” 

“I mean, I’m not socially ambitious.” He was still 
mystified. 

“I didn’t know you were so very important socially,” 
he explained. 

“I’m not. My aunt thinks she is, but really she isn’t 
iny more. Life passed her on the road at eighty with 
every cylinder hitting. I never traveled that highway.” 

“Your aunt is nice to me—though rather horrid to Betsy. 
It seems she knew my grandmother. She says she told you 
that. 

“Oh, so you continue to see her in town?” 

“T lunched with her.” 

“T suppose, while she was about it, she handed you a 
irid line or two regarding me.” 

“Well—yes. I am instructed to beware of you, darling!” 

“Are you going to beware of me?” He kissed her 
threateningly. “What do you suppose my aunt would think 
{ she knew you had once been my guest overnight?” 

“T told her.” 

“What!” he exclaimed. 

“But, Barry, I couldn’t allow her to be so friendly unless 
she understood what sort of girl I am.” 

“You didn’t tell her about the park, also?” 

“I did.” 

“How did she take it?” 

“She said such severe things about you, I was quite 
innoyed! Dreadful things, darling. She called you several 
ghastly names—” 

“Which ?” 

“Well—‘libertine.’” He roared with laughter but Eris 
had turned rosy. “I told her very plainly that you were 
not,” she said. “I told her you were kind and generous 
and harmless—” 

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, helpless with laughter again. 

“That was all. Except she tried to persuade me to give 
up my profession. She always does.” 

“What does she graciously suggest for you?” 

“Why, I suppose she wishes to be kind to me because 
she was very fond of my grandmother. But I couldn't go 
and live with her.” 

“She asked you?” Eris nodded. 

“My aunt,” he said good-humoredly, “is very rich and 
very stingy. You're the only person I ever heard of on 
whom she was ready to spend real money. What did she 
propose ?” 

“Adoption, I believe.” 

“Lord! She really must have cared for your grand- 
mother. You declined?” 

“Darling! Do you think such things count with me?” 


E laughed: “So you pass up the wealthy aunt for the 
libertine nephew? Do you?” 

“I do. I like him. In fact, I’m rather in the way 
of loving him. Also, I love liberty, and freedom to pursue 
happiness. Happiness means work, and you.” 

“Which comes first, work or me?” 

“Darling! I don’t have to make that choice—” 

“Suppose you had to?” he insisted. 

“I'd be fearfully unhappy—” 

“But you'd choose work. Would you, Eris?” 
“T—-suppose so. Probably I'd die in either 
case. Work means life. I guess you do, too. 

But if I had to choose, I’d choose work, 

I suppose.” Nothing ever had touched 

him so deeply; nor had so pro- 
foundly surprised him. 

He said: “Every word I 
ever have heard you utter 
merely reveals new beauty in 
you—and my own heart, more 
and more in love with you.” 

He drew her close to his 
breast; spoke with his lips on 
her cheek: ‘Would marrying 
me hamper you? Had you 
rather wait until you are more 
secure in your profession ?”’ 

“Darling!” she said piti- 
fully, “that is what I had to 
tell you. I am 
married.” He 
stared at her, as- 
tounded. 

After a tense 
silence, “Please 
love me 
Barry!” she 
whispered. 
“Please, dear!” 
She clasped her 
hands in appeal, 
as unconscious of 
drama as she had 
been that day on 
Whitewater 
Brook when Mr. 
Quiss threatened 
to swim out of 
her ken. 

“Barry! Are 
you disgusted?” 

“Why, it 
seems so impos- 
sible—” 

“Tolove me?” 

“No! That you—you ever have 
been married!” 

“I haven’t been—entirely. Only 
legally—and partly.” 

He thought: “My God, there 
seems to be something the matter with 
everybody and everything.” And to 
Eris—“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” 

“It was none of your business until 
I fell in love with you, was it?” 

He caught her in his arms, roughly 
“It’s my business now. Do you understand? 

I'll never give you up. Look at me, Eris!” 
She said: “If you marry me I shall have 
to get unmarried first, somehow or other—’ 

“Where is—this man?” 

“T don’t know, darling. This was how it all occurred—’ 

Now, sullenly, and in silence, he listened to the sordid 
story of the marriage of Eris. She told it without resent- 
ment, and with the candor and brevity of a child, Always 


? 


J 


it had seemed to her as though she had been merely a 
witness of the miserable affair and not personally concerned. 
And she told it in that manner. “You see, it really doesn’t 
count,” she concluded. “I was so ignorant that it meant 
nothing to me at the time. I scarcely ever think of it, now, 
Barry. I want you to love me. But if you had rather 
not marry me—” 

He reddened. “What alternative do you suggest?” 

“Why—this—as we are! It leaves us both free to 
work—” 

“That is your ruling passion,” he said bluntly, “—work !” 

“Tf we don’t marry, I can have you, and work, too—” 

“Do you think me narrow enough, selfish enough, to 
interfere with your career if you marry me?” 


HE answered gravely: “You see, unmarried I can go 
on with it and still have you. But careers often end 
when children come.” 

“Don’t you ever want them, Eris?” 

“Well, as I’ve never had any, isn’t it natural I should 
prefer you and a career to you and a baby?” 

“T suppose it is.” 

“Not that I don’t care for children,” she murmured. Her 
gray eyes grew remote; a hint of tenderness curved her lips, 
and she smiled faintly to herself. 

“We'll try out your idea first,” he said, “the combination 
you prefer—your work first, then me. Our life will pass in 
one endless courtship.” 

“Could anything be lovelier!” she cried, enchanted. 

If Annan supposed he was to see Eris frequently during 
those first enchanted days, he presently realized his mistake. 
She was working under pressure at the studio. 

The only inclination of a man really in love is to keep 
at work in the absence of the beloved. Nothing else helps 
to slay the intolerable hours and days. It was thus with this 
young man. Eris on location was so tragic a calamity that 
he could endure it only by rushing headlong into the clutch 
of literature. All day, in dressing-gown and slippers, pen 
in hand, he scratched madly at a pad. Nourishment was 
set before him at 
proper intervals; he 
ate it at improper 
intervals. Every 
day he wrote a 
morning and an 
evening letter to 
Eris. And no doubt 
it was her letters to ‘ 
him that were feed- 
ing him fat Some . ) 
times Coltfoot drop- : 
ped in to lounge in yb 
an arm-chair and ‘ 
smoke his pipe and 
lazily observe the 
younger man. 

Eris came when & 

~ 
the month was 
nearly gone, warning 


him by wire of her train, evidently 
not expecting him to meet it, for 
she asked him to come to Jane 
Street for dinner at seven. He 
never had gone to the train to 
meet Eris, had never even thought 
of doing it. He thought of it now 
and wondered why he never before 
had done so. _By telephone he 
ordered flowers to 
be sent to Jane 
Street; and, a few 
minutes before six, 
he walked into the 
Grand Central Sta- 
tion and was 
directed to the exit 
where the incoming 
train was already 
signaled. Outside the 
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ropes, where people had gathered to welcome arriving friends, 
Annan encountered Albert Smull. As usual they shook 
hands. Smull wore his habitual and sanguine smile. His 
cheeks had grown into it. 

“Saw your good aunt at Newport, Friday,” he said, 
“but I seldom see you anywhere these days, Annan.” 

“IT don’t gc about. How is it at Newport?” 

“Fine weather—” Through the open gates the train glided 
into view. “Thought I’d come down and see how our 
picture people are looking after their tour on location,” said 
Smull. “You know some of them, Annan. You’ve met our 
clever little Eris?” Annan 
turned and_ deliberately 
looked him over from his 
ruddy jowls to the polished 
tan shoes. 








He made the 
mistake of lay- 
ing hands on 
her; and she 
struck him 
across his fixed 
grin with all her 
strength 













“Ves,” he said slowly, “I’ve known Miss Odell for some 
time. I’m here to meet her.” 

Smull’s sanguine face slowly took on a heavier red, but 
the set smile remained. “Bright kid,’ he said; “getting 
away with it, Creevy tells me. Shill and I are putting a 
lot of money into this picture—” 


ASSENGERS from the train just arrived were now pour- 
ing out of the exit. Annan, ignoring Smull, and intently 
scanning the throng, finally perceived Ratford Creevy 

and Emil Shunk. Behind them, in the crowd, were other 
faces slightly familiar—members of the cast—and suddenly 
he saw Eris in a turquoise blue toque and summer gowii, 
carrying her satchel, a lithe, buoyant figure, moving quickly 
through the gates followed by a red-cap with her luggage. 
Smull, perhaps not caring to bend too much at the waist, 
went around the rope; Annan stooped under it. 

“Barry!” she exclaimed in happy surprise. 

“It’s been a thousand years,” he said. “I’ve a taxi 
here—” Smull, smiling eagerly out of dark eyes set a trifle 
too closely, and carrying his straw hat in his hand, con- 
fronted them. 

“How do you do, Mr. Smull,” said Eris gaily, withdraw- 
ing her gloved hand from Annan’s and offering it to Smull. 

“You're looking fine, Eris,” he said, with too cordial 
familiarity. “I just passed Creevy and he says everything 
went big. Glad you're back, little lady. I’ve a car here—” 

“Thank you, Mr. Smull—” 

The girl turned to Annan. “Mr. Smuil wired me that 
he’d meet our train. So thank you, too, for asking me. 
I’m so sorry you troubled to keep a taxi waiting for me—” 

[Turn to page 35] 
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At Thirty Every Woman 


Faces the Crossroads 
“Will She ‘Develop or Merely Age ? 





By 
Ethel Barrymore 


THE Editor of McCall’s takes great pleasure in presenting one of the 

extremely rare articles that Miss Barrymore has ever written for 
publication, the first from her pen in several years. Not only does Miss 
Barrymore stand supreme among the people of the stage by reason of 
her art and her exquisite beauty, but she also is an outstanding figure, by 
reason of her achievement, among the women of the whole country, and 
has become a leader in our social and artistic worlds. The beautiful 
pastel portrait of her which appears on the cover of this issue of 
McCall’s shows her as Miss Neysa McMein has drawn her, this 
famous artist having selected her as one of the twelve most beautiful 
women in America. Here, in Miss Barrymore’s own words, is an inti- 
mate picture of the Jamous dctress as the devoted mother of her three 
charming children—Samuel, Ethel and John Colt. 


HEAR women saying, “How complex modern life is! And they weren't bringing up 
How difficult it is to be a professional woman and flappers then either. Don’t for an 

a mother. What an exacting new world this is of instant misunderstand me to say that 
professions and club life, of social responsibilities the flapper deserves all the unkind 

and of civic duties!” But it isn’t so bad as all that things said of her. She is after all 

Very few things are, when we come to think of them a product of the life about us—an 

In our family, where for generations we have been actors, attempt of young America in an age 

it is an old, old story. With us the thing has been a matter of rapid change to adapt itself to new 
of experience—not of academic theorizing. It is somewhat conditions Artificial sophistication 
different from the situation in that much-debated novel, she may have, but beneath it, to my 
“This Freedom,” where Rosalie tries to keep up a profession mind, are the essential qualities of 
while she rears a family of three children as a side line character inherent in worth-while girls 


That woman, Rosalie, makes a mess of it of all time. Poor little flappers, they 

Of course she would make a mess of it. We women, do not realize how brief is_ their 
whether we are professionals or whether we aren't, have no reign! Women of the stage learn to 
right to possess children if we happen to be fools or else undervalue the beauty of surfaces. It 


colossally selfish. There ought to be a law to prevent it can carry you across the musical 
and Rosalie would have been caught on both counts. Too comedy stage, stalking across in a pea 
much of a fool and too selfish to find interest, absorbing cock gown for a few brief years. Then 
} interest, in the beautiful, unfolding minds of little children on the road you go in a third-rate 


What was Rosalie doing after business hours that she did show, your beauty grown shabby and 
not notice for some twelve odd years that her children had second-hand, like the gowns of last 
been taught by their governess not to say their prayers, and year’s fame now displayed second 
to believe in Ether instead of God? 1 am a professional hand in a back street. The lights are 





































‘ woman and I have never lacked time for directing my out upon your brief triumphs. The 
children—because I am profoundly, passionately, absorbedly scenery of your luxury is hustled out 
interested in my children. by time's stage hands. Curtain! 

| Companionship with children is not only a responsibility Instead, we of the stage—we of 

but the greatest happiness. Why, motherhood surely is not many generations of the stage—have 
on so material a plane that it can be gauged by a time come to appreciate and to value the 


clock. It is not the hours we spend with our children that beauty that comes when mind and 
count It is how we spend those hours Kindergartens character shine through the eyes. Eyes 
were invented to break into twenty-four hours of continuous — that express the beauty of haunting tragedy 
motherhood and furnish a rest—oh, no, I don’t mean a rest the beauty that must have been Rachel’s; 
for the mothers. I mean a rest for the children the glamorous eyes of Bernhardt, through 

But sentimentalists insist that our children require which her mighty intellect and passion of 
twenty-four hours of bodily mothering. Children are en patriotism pierced. And only with this beauty 
titled to more respectful understanding, for children are born which comes from character, from intelligence, 
with minds—minds that can think and that can create. If from appreciation of, tolerance of others, may 





ideas seem to go over their heads at times, often it is only the ephemeral triumphs of the youthful actress 
because of their unfamiliarity with facts, not for lack of be carried over into the years when her art is 
intelligence. Children have always been taught that things mature. And thus only too may the prettiness 
were expected of them in a family with stage traditions of the girl in her teens be carried over into the 


I was expected to live up to those traditions. My first fascination of the sophisicated woman of thirty. 
chance came in my grandmother's repertory company, which 
was playing in Montreal. “The Rivals” was the play—mine \ JOMEN mature gracefully or ungracefully. 


a little part, that of Julia Neville But I had studied for And the test of every woman’s charm, 


it as for Lady Macbeth Then came the night My grand as of every actress’ art, comes when 
mother was putting on my make-up. I was nervous, of she must pass that dangerous hazard of life’s 
course game, .the thirty years’ crossroads. Will she 

“T hope I'll get through with it,” I sighed develop? Or will she merely age? I have 


“Get through with it!"’ my grandmother exclaimed in the heard friends lament that never has the woman 
tones that were hers when she disciplined Sir Lucas in the of thirty been faced with such exacting social 
duel scene. “Of course you'll get through with it Aren't responsibilities as now. Where her mother 
you my granddaughter? Aren't you Maurice Barrymore’s before her was wont to retire completely from 
child? Where's your blood?” So that was how my life the social world in her thirties—to be an 
on the stage began, and then years later came marriage old lady at fifty—the modern woman in 
and motherhood her thirties is expected to keep on “playing 
rhe combination of a career and motherhood has kept the game” with dignity—riding, golfing, 
constantly before me this problem of the modern woman playing tennis, an individual and a mother 





Life is complicated, but basically the problems at home are in the midst of her children. Why not? 
just the same as those of the non-professional woman Women of the stage particularly 
They are the problems of all twentieth-century women of have to beware of the transition 

being a sort of combination old-fashioned mother and stage. Doubtless most readers 
new-fashioned mother—of keeping up with the new [Turn to page 80] 

while holding steadfastly to the old traditions 


Some of us are inclined to give precedence 
to the old traditions—to the wisdom that is 
tried and proved. Experience has taught 
me that there is more help in the 
mothering experiences of a wise 
old lady than in the ultra- 

’ modern theories of mother 
craft experts. I can’t find 
a wise old lady every day 

so when I do, I make 
the best of Rer The old 
fashioned mother did not 
overwhelm a child wit 
constant attention She 
had to take care of twelve 


children sometimes, just a , — : i? a - ~ ‘ a 
as the modern woman . “KS EVERETT 7 SW 4A 75.2 3 
has to look after both ; : ow - 
children and profession Only beauty which comes from character will carry the youthful actress into the years when her art is mature 
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In the merry month of June 
We'll speed upon our honeymoon 
Then home to Campbell's every day 
To cheer us at our work or play! 


r 





A happy beginning! 


You know how important that is for any meal. 
Begin it with a hot, fragrant plate of Campbell’s 
Tomato Soup to delight the appetite with delicious 
flavor. Here is a soup that pleases everybody 
who relishes the tonic richness of pure tomato. 
There's health and vigor in every spoonful! 


Campbell’s Tomato Soup 


is the smooth puree of finest tomatoes, sun- 
ripened on the vines, plucked at their prime 
and made into soup the very same day. The 
plump, meaty parts of the tomato and the juices 
are strained free of all skin, seeds and core fibre. 


Golden butter is blended in. The best-liked 


soup in the world! 


21 kinds 12 cents a can 


OU! 
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===Prepare Cream of = 
Tomato with Campbell’s 


Ready in a few minutes. 
So smooth and nourish- 
ing that it will be your 
favorite Cream of Tomato. 
Heat separately equal 
portions of Campbell's 
Tomato Soup and milk or 
cream. Be careful not to 
boil. Add pinch of bak- 
ing soda to the hot soup 
and stir into the hot milk 
or cream. Serve immedi- 
ately. Many prefer to use 
evaporated milk for an 
extra rich, thick Cream 
of Tomato. 
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Presently Nance found herself beside Brand Fair in the doorway. Something tightened in her throat 





Nameless River 
‘By Vingie E.Roe 


Illustrated by T. D Skidmore 


TF AOR a moment the woman looked at him as a 

™E trapped wildcat ight have done, her lips loose 

~ ind king, her eyes mad with rage Then 

truck the rifle butt down on the hard 

~ earth and with a full-mouthed oath, flung 

around the corner, tore the stallion’s reins from 

the ring in the wall and mounted with a whirl. She struck 

Bluefire once and wa one down the road in a streak of 

dust 

Selwood opent the door “A narrow shave,” he said 

gravely f that had happened anywhere but here you'd 
be a dead womar Mi Allison.” 

“Perhaps said Nance “Ss taken two shots at me 

ilready from the hillside yr Well, I've told 


you, McKane, a i$ your right Now I'll go back to 
Nameless.” She turned away; but the trader cleared his 
throat. 

“Ah-—about the money for the harness,” he said apolo- 
retically, “l+#hat .is-——'ve got to collect it. Times ain’t—” 

Price Selwood Swting around and shot a look at him 
“Eh?” he said, “got to collect—? Ah, yes, I see—at Cattle 
Kate’s request You are a fool McKane. Hete, Miss 
Allison, I'm the sheriff of this county. Wouldn't you rather 
owe me that money than to owe it to McKane? /7 can 
wait till you raise another crop—I’m not pushed like our 
friend here. What do you say?” Nance raised her eyes 
to his and they were suddenly soft and blue again. 

“You knew my pappy—and I have not forget how kind 
you were after—after Yes, Mr. Selwood, I'd rather owe 


you, a whole lot rather, and I'll werk doubly hard to pay 
you back.” Selwood drew some bills from his pocket 
“How much, McKane?” he asked. The trader sullenly 
named the amount and received it on the spot. 
“Now if you’d just as soon,” said the sheriff, “I'll ride 
out to Nameless with you. I'd like to take a look at that 
trampled field.” 


led to Nameless, Nance took off her hat and drew a 
long deep breath 

Selwood laughed. “Do you feel like that?” he asked 

“Exactly,” said she, “like a weight was off my shoulders 
That debt to McKane was a bitter load.” 

Selwood wanted to laugh at her naive earnestness, but 
caught himself, and they rode for a time in silence, Nance 
and Buckskin ahead, the sheriff following on his Jean bay 
horse, Presently Nance turned with a hand on her pony’s 
rump and looked at him speculatively. “You sort of lay 
up something to Cattle Kate about this rustling, don't 
you?” she asked - 

He nodded. “I’ve watched her for months but can’t’ 
get! anything on-her—not anything tangible.” 

“I was in Little Blue canyon the other day,” said Nance, 
“and saw Sud Provine pass its mouth in Blue Stone driving 
a red steer north. I’ve wondered a lot where he could 
have been taking it.” i 

“North in Blue Stone? That’s odd. There isn’t enough 
feed in that canyon to graze a calf two days.” 


A they left the town and rode out into the trail that 
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What Has Happened 
So Far: 
HER field of corn repre- 


sented to Nance Allison, 
bravely struggling to support 
her widowed mother, crip- 
pled brother and herself by 
the labo, of hez own girlish 
hands, the promise of can- 
celed debts and of modest 
luxury. 

On a night while she slept 
(with the child beside her 
whom she had found mys- 
teriously “camping out” with 
a man and a dog in the lone- 
ly vastness of Blue Stone 
Canyon) the corn was tram- 
pled into the ground and its 
value utterly destroyed. 

In the general store of the 
village the next day, Nance 
confronted Kate Cathrew, 
wealthy woman of mystery, 
with the story of her loss. 
Kate’s fiendish temper blazed 
on the instant. She would 
have shot Nance had not 
the sheriff intervened. 


“And what’s at its head?” asked 
Nance. “I’ve never been clear up.” 

“Blue Stone heads high in the 
Deep Heart hills,’ said the sheriff, 
“but about eight miles up from its 
mouth on Nameless its right wall 
falls abruptly away for a distance of 
a couple of miles and there one can 
go out on the open plain that 
stretches over toward the Sawtooth 
Range and leads out to Marston and 
the railroad. There’s some bunch 
grass there, but mighty little water 
Nothing but the stream in _ the 
canyon itself to come back to. And 
cattle driven so far away from the 
home range would be a poor risk, 
it seems to me, for Sky Line.” 

At the homestead Nance led Sel 
wood to the corn field’s lower gate 
and left him. “Go over it if you 
want,” she said, “and I'll be out 
in a minute or so.” 


T the cabin she told Sonny to 
go into her room and stay 
until she came for him. “I 

feel guilty,” she thought, “for I can 
trust the sheriff, but Brand asked 
me to keep him hidden.’ I’ve got 
to be true to my promise.” 

When Nance went out she found 
Selwood examining the trampled 
field minutely. “Must have had 
fifty head or more,” he said, “and 
five or six riders. Sud Provine was 
one of them.” 

“Yes? How can you tell?” 

“T know his horse’s tracks,” 
grinned the sheriff, “it’s that big gray 
gelding.” 

That night at dusk as Nance sat 
in the open door with Sonny drows 
ing in her lap Dirk shot out across 
the yard like a tawny streak and 
headed away noiselessly toward the 
river. Presently there came the little 
crack of shod hoofs on the stones 
of Nameless’ lip, and a rider came 
up out of the farther shadows with 
the collie leaping in ecstasy against 
his stirrup. Something tightened in 
Nance’s throat. That strange surge of warmth and light 
seemed to flood her whole being again. 

“Mammy—Bud—” she said softly, “I think Brand Fair 
is coming.” Bud stirred in the darkened room but Mrs 
Allison was silent. 

“Always, soon or late,” she thought to herself, “a man 
comes ridin’ out th’ night—an’ a woman is waitin’. It’s 
comin’ late to her—she'll be twenty-two come June—but 
it’s comin’. An’ she don’t know it yet.” 

“Good evening,” said a deep voice pleasantly as_ the 
horse stopped in the dooryard, “is a stranger welcome ?” 

“We've been listening for you every night,” said the 
girl simply, “it’s been a long time.” 

“Brand!” cried the child sharply, struggling frantically 
to find his feet, “Oh, oh, Brand!” 

The man dismounted and came forward. He lifted the 
boy and kissed him, holding him on his breast while he 
held out a hand to Nance. At its warm clasp the surging 
glory inside her deepened strangely. Mrs. Allison rose and 
lighted the lamp on the table. 

“Come in, stranger,” she said, “an’ set.” 

Fair came in and Nance presented him to her two 
relatives. Mrs. Allison looked deep into his face with her 
discerning eyes as she gave him her toil-hard hand. 





ITH Bud it was a different matter. There was a 
faint coldness in his young face, a sullen disap 
proval. But Nance saw none of these things. Her 
eyes were dark with excitement. . For a little while they 
sat in the well-worn, well-scrubbed room which was parlor 
dining-room and kitchen, and talked of the warmth of the 
season, the many* deer that were in the hills, and such 
minor matters, while Sonny clung to the man and devoured 
his face with adoring eyes, Then the mother, harking back 


‘to the customs of another time, another environment, rose 


said good night, signaled her son and went to the other 
room. Bud spoke with studied coolness and shambled 
after her. 
So it was that presently Nance found herself sitting be- 
side Brand Fair in the doorway, for the man preferred the 
[Turn to page 78] 
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= the soap that radiates FELS-NAPTHA Cleanliness | 
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y There is deeper cleanliness to clothes than you can 











ican see. A kind that goes below the surface, where dirt is 
asked hi 
got routed from every thread. 
«(Cf Soap alone will not produce it. But you get it from 
hac ° P 
“and real naptha, that amazingly thorough dirt-loosener, com- 
oF bined with good soap in the Fels-Naptha way. That’s why 
cks,” Fels-Naptha Cleanliness means better health in your home. 
gray § . . . * . 
i hay Sy Senne wy Clothes sop up perspiration, and dirt sticks. Then 
eee. they need the deep-down Cleanliness of Fels-Naptha. 
d q ° 

‘the | The real naptha goes through every tiny thread, and 
little P ° 
_ silently, gently makes the dirt let go. The sudsy water 
wih =f Gidsiile seiciiinialit tian flushes it away completely. A good rinse, and clothes are 
‘din ff cess. Even with cold wever i curs safely washed—sweet, and hygienically clean. 

light : ? ; 

an —aee Fels-Naptha sends its Cleanliness also into the kitchen, 
Mrs the bathroom, and to every part of the house where there 
man is dirt to be washed away and things to be made sanitary. 
_t , ; 

4 Fels-Naptha is more than soap. It is more than soap 

he . . 
FS and naptha. It is the exclusive Fels-Naptha blend of 

he . ° 

splendid soap and real naptha that gives you the best of 
cally P ° 

© both these two great cleaners at one time, and in one 

he ° 
aon economical golden bar. 
‘ging 

and Get Fels-Naptha Soap, and know the deeper 
al Fels-Naptha Cleanliness. 

her Buy Fels-Naptha in the convenient ten-bar , 

carton. The original and genuine naptha the cleanliness of clothes washed with Fels-Naptha. Send 2c in 
soap, in the red-and-green wrapper. PROVE stamps for asamplebar. Address Fels-Naptha Soap, Philadelphia 
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Illustrated with pen and ink drawings 
by the author 


N THE six preceding instalments of this 

unique and outstanding magazine feature of 
the year, Dr. van Loon has recounted the early 
history of the Jewish tribes: their exodus from 
the land of Egypt under Moses, the great leader; 
their long struggle to recapture the lands 
formerly owned by their forefathers; their slow 
growth from wandering desert tribes to a more 
or less united nation, under the rule of the 
Judges; the development of their belief in one 
all-powerful and all-wise God. He will now 
pass more rapidly over the less remote history 
of the Old Testament to its culmination in the 
passing of the Old Law and the installation of 
the New. 








Sova ye }OW it happened at that time that near the 
“| village of Bethel there lived a woman by 








nw > 7] the name of Deborah. She enjoyed that 
mitst afl} strange gift which had made Joseph so 
SVE] famous as a child. She could predict the 





future. To her the Jews turned and begged 
that she tell them what to do. Fortunately, Deborah 
was a woman of ceurage. She did not advise her fellow 
countrymen to surrender. On the contrary, she told them 
to fight. 

She sent word to the tribe of Naphtali, and asked 
that a man by the name of Barak come to see her. Barak 
had a certain local reputation as a soldier, but when 
Deborah told him to march boldly against Sisera, he 
hesitated. “It will end in disaster,” he said. “Our troops 
cannot hold their own against those iron chariots.” 

Deborah answered that Jehovah would be with the 
Jewish army as soon as they took the offensive, and would 
make them invisible. But Barak still had a vision of those 
nine hundred armored cars, and he declined the honor of 
being made commander-in-chief 

In utter despair, Deborah then offered to accompany 
him, if this would give him courage. At the same time 
she warned him that now the glory of the coming victory 
would not go to him but to a woman. Then at last 
Barak gave in and ordered his soldiers to leave the safe 
fortress of Mount Tabor. 

Sisera had drawn up his line of chariots in the plains 
of Jezreel. There he attacked the Jews when they came 
down the hills. Jehovah, however, was on the side of the 
Jews. The armies of Jabin fought a desperate battle, 
but they were doomed to destruction. The few survivors 
fled, and even mighty Sisera was forced to leave his 
armored car and to make his escape on foot 

Westward he ran, but unaccustomed to this unusual 
exercise, he was soon tired out and he entered a house 
that stood by the side of the road and asked for food. 


T was the house of Heber, the Kenite. Heber was away, 
but his wife Jael was at home. She had heard of the 
battle. She knew that the man before her must be 

Sisera, for he looked like a foreigner, and his helmet was 
of gold, and he ordered the woman about as a man would 
who is accustomed to being obeyed. And so Jael gave 
her unwelcome guest to eat and to drink, and then, as the 
man was plainly exhausted, she told him that he could 
rest on some rugs on the floor. Meanwhile, so she 
promised, she would keep watch, and if any Jewish 
soldiers came near her house, she would warn the 
Egyptian, that he might escape 

Sisera believed everything that Jael told him and soon 

he was fast asleep 
Then Jael took a large spike (such as was used in 
those days for a tent-peg) and she drove it through the 
eye of Sisera and killed her enemy on the floor of her own 
home, and she ran to the soldiers of Barak and proudly 
told them of what she had done 
That was the end of the story. For Jabin, without 
his trusted general, was forced to make peace, and once 
more the Jews were free 

It is not easy to be interested in spiritual affairs when 
our lives are comfortable and when we do not have a 
single care in the whole wide world except the problem of 
how to spend our money as pleasantly as we possibly can. 
Those stories which have come down to us from the days 
following immediately upon the defeat of Sisera show 
clearly how the great God of the wind-swept desert had 
been completely forgotten, and how His laws were held in 
contempt by the younger generation, which ate and drank 
and generally amused itself without a thought for the 
problems of tomorrow 

Take, as an example, 

the unpleasant tale of 
Micah, the only son of 
a rich widow, who 
lived in the village of 
Ephraim. Micah stole 
money that belonged to 
his mother, but when 
she found it out, she 
not only forgave him, 
but ordered the gold 
and silver to be melted 
and made into an idol 
as a present for her 
darling boy. Micah 
liked the shining play- 
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The Ark is returned 








Ruth and her mother-in-law 
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Famous author of “The Story of 
Mankind” 


thing, and he had a little tabernacle built inside his house 
and then he hired one of the members of the tribe of Levi 
(who were the hereditary keepers of the real tabernacle) 
to become his own private priest and officiate for him, 
so that he would not have to leave his house when he 
wanted to go to church. All this offended horribly against 
the ancient laws as they had been revealed to Moses 
It even shocked the other Jews, who by this time were 
none too pious. 

Micah, however, was rich and did as he pleased. But 
one day his house was broken into by some people from 
the tribe of Dan, who were traveling westward, looking 
for fresh pastures for their cattle. They stole Micah’s 
golden idol and carried it to their own village. As for the 
Levite who was supposed to be Micah’s priest, he ran 
away as soon as the image was gone, and offered his 
services to the man who had just robbed his master. 

Jehovah certainly had cause to be displeased. He sent 
the Midianites against the land of Israel. They came 
every summer with dreadful regularity and stole the barley 
and the grain that stood in the fields. At last, in utter 
despair, the Jews did not even bother to raise further 
crops. Soon there was famine in the land and people 
began to die from starvation. 

Only here and there a man of stout heart still cul- 
tivated his fields, and among those was a certain Joash, 
who was the father of Gideon. Joash himself was none 
too faithful to the laws of his country. He too worshiped 
the strange gods who had been so dear to the hearts of 
the original inhabitants of the land. His son, however, 
who, like Deborah and Joseph, could make prophecies, 
had remained faithful to the old creed. 


HEN his father erected an altar to Baal, young 

Gideon, acting upon the advice of an angel of 

Jehovah, got up in the middle of the night, 
knocked down the ugly old idol and on the same spot 
erected an offering-place to the service of Jehovah. 

In the morning when the people of the village in 
which Joash lived discovered the broken pieces of stone 
and realized what had happened, they ran to the house of 
Joash and they shouted that he must punish his boy for 
his terrible sacrilege. Fortunately, Joash was a man of 
some common sense. He said that if Baal were really 
as powerful as people claimed, he would undoubtedly kill 
Gideon for what he had just done. But Gideon continued 
to live quite happily and at the end of a few weeks, when 
nothing at all happened, the neighbors changed their 
minds. In this way, Gideon, who became known far and 
wide as Jerubbaal (or the Baal-altar-smasher) became a 
popular hero, whose fame soon spread to the other cities 
When at last the Midianites became so bold in their 
attacks that the Jews were forced to take the offensive or 
perish altogether, it was quite natural that Gideon should 
be asked to be their leader. He gathered some sort of 
army together in the ancient plain of Jezreel and tried to 
drill them into shape for the coming campaign. The spirit 
of his troops, however, was very bad. They wanted to 
return to their snug caves and preferred hunger to physical 
hardship. 

Finally Gideon, realizing that he could not trust his 
troops, asked Jehovah to give him a token of His con- 
tinued support. He placed some wool upon the ground 
outside his tent. In the morning, when he picked it up, 
it was drenched with dew. The grass, however, upon 
which it had rested had remained dry. This meant that 
Jehovah would be with Gideon in the coming attack and 
that he could go ahead with his arrangements. 

Gideon took his soldiers out for a long march. When 
they had been gone several hours, he sent them to the 
river. Only three hundred (out of a total of many 
thousand) knew enough of the business of war to watch 
the other bank of the flood while they drank. They also 
used their hands to carry the water to their mouths. The 
others leaned forward like so many thirsty dogs and lapped 
up the water without further ado. Gideon kept thos 
three hundred. The others were dismissed. They would 
have been only a nuisance when it came to fighting 
Gideon gave each man of the three hundred faithful a 
ram’s horn and a torch. The torch was hidden in an 
earthenware jar, so that the rays of the light could not 
be seen. . 

In the middle of the night, Gideon led his men against 
the camp of the Midianites. While they were running 
they all blew their horns, and at a given signal, they 
broke the earthen jars. The sudden light of so many 
torches blinded and frightened the Midianites. The) 
were thrown into a 
panic and fled. Thou- 
sands of dead and 
wounded were left 
upon the field of battle. 
As for Gideon, he was 
recognized qs the un- 
crowned king of the 
Jews and he was their 
judge for many years. 

Years before, the 
Midianites had threat- 
ened to conquer all the 
lands on both sides of 
the Jordan. Now the 
Ammonites tried to do 

[Turn to page 82] 





A city of the Philistines 





























M 


tl 


al 


“y 


lo eis od 








is house 
of Levi 
ernacle 
for him 
when he 
’ against 
Moses 


ne were 


-d. But 
He fron 
looking 
Micah’s 
) for the 
he ran 
ered his 
ef. 

He sent 


| people 


till cul- 
| Joash 
as none 
yrshiped 
earts of 
owever 
phecies, 


, young 
ngel of 
night, 
ne spot 
.. 

lage in 
f stone 
iouse of 
boy for 
man of 
e really 
dly kill 
ntinued 
s, when 
d_ their 
far and 
came a 
r cities 
n their 
sive or 
should 
sort ol 
tried to 
1e spirit 
nted to 
physical 


rust his 
lis con- 
ground 
1 it up 
- upon 
nt that 
ick and 


When 
to the 
many 
) watt h 
ey als 
Ss. The 
| lapped 
t thos 
would 
ighting 
thful a 
in an 


ild not 


against 
unning 
], they 
» Many 





tines 

















basene jooreee, 


MCCALL'S Magazine for JUNE. 1923 


Mighty Like a Rose 


Every baby is mighty like a rose in looks and sweetness 
to its mother. But the fact that 200,000 babies die 
every year in the United States before reaching their 
first birthday proves that thousands of mothers 
fail to realize how like a rose a baby is in its frail hold 
on life. 


The most dangerous business 
in the world — 


the most hazardous occupation, is the business of being 
a baby. Figures show that the 


great fight to save babies was started. Welfare stations 
were established where mothers could go for 
advice and where their babies were given thorough 
physical examinations. Pasteurized milk was the next 
baby life-saving step. 
“The result of teaching mothers how to care for 
their babies and of providing pure milk has reduced 
the death rate in New York City from 241 to 72 
per thousand. 
“But we may still refer to the deaths of infants as the 
Slaughter ot the Innocents — for 





reckless taxi driver has a_ better 
chance to live a year than has 
the new born baby to survive 
one day. 


Of the Seven Ages of 


Man— 
the first age, the “baby in its nurse’s 
arms”, is the most dangerous. 


35,000 die on the day on which 
they are born. 100,000 of them die 


before they are one month old. 


The hideous picture of the 
Ammonite god Moloch into whose 
fery arms and bosom ignorant, 
superstitious mothers of old threw 
thousands upon thousands of 
babies as a sacrifice, fills the mind 








Sweetest little fellow 
Everybody knows, 

Don’t know what to call him 
But he’s mighty like a rose. 


Frank Stanton. 


the work done in New York City 
but proves that thousands upon 
thousands of baby deaths can be 
prevented throughout the United 
States when every mother is taught 
that: 


“Babies do not die because 
the weather is hot— 


“Babies do not die because it is dry 
or because it rains. Babies die in 
the summertime because they are 
not properly fed and not, properly 
taken care of.” 


Save the new born babies — 


by teaching the mother to safe- 
guard her own health before the 
coming of the baby. Thousands of 








with sickening horror. Yet today, 
through ignorance and neglect, the ‘ 

horrible sacrifice of babies is still going on, while par- 
ents and communities blame the deaths on Providence 
and hot weather. 


“If all the babies born in New York City in one year 
were placed shoulder to shoulder they would make a 
line twenty-two miles long,” according to U.S. Senator 
Copeland, former Health Commissioner of New York 
City, and 


“Five miles of babies— 
“died in the first year of life in 1891. In that year the 


the 35,000 babies who now die on 
their natal day will then be saved, and one-half of 
the 100,000 who die before they are one month 
old will be saved when mothers take 
care of themselves and make proper 
arrangements for the coming of their 
little ones. 


Observance of the rules of hygiene, 
proper feeding, proper bathing, proper 
clothing will save thousands of runabout 
baby lives this summer if the work of sav- 
ing them is only begun in time. 
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The Metropolitan Life Insurance Com- 
pany issues a booklet which has helped 
to save many, many baby lives. It may 
save your baby’s life this summer. The 
booklet is called ‘‘The Child.” It tells 
of the care of the baby—its feeding— 
the care of milk and what to do the 
minute a baby shows digestive dis- 
turbances — the cause of most baby 
deaths in summer. 


The care of the runabout child is also 
fully covered. The bogy of the Second 
Summer is banished and the belief that 
teething is a sickness is proved to be 
merely an old-fashioned superstition. 


The booklet tells the Mother how to 
care for the baby’s food, to remember the 
three C’s—Clean, Cool, Covered. 

The booklet was prepared for use of 
Metropolitan Policyholders but whether 


or not you are a policyholder if there is ie fs 


a baby in your family and you want to 
know how best to see it through this 
summer, write the Metropolitan Life 
Insurance Company, New York City, 
and ask for a copy of ‘‘The Child.” It 
will be mailed free of charge and with- 
out obligation on your part. 


HALEY FISKE, President 
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METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NEW YORK 


Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each year 
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girlish considering the impression she had 
made upon him that day—the face in 
‘profile, clear-cut, with a Madonnalike 
purity of outline that caught his artistic 
sense afresh. He yealized in an instant that 
she was unaware of him, and stood motion- 
less, watching her, afraid to move lest he 
should disturb her 

Perhaps some hidden telepathy warned 
her of his presence, for she moved, turned 
with a strange deliberation and faced him. 
She showed no surprise, spoke no word, her 
silence and her passivity surrounding her 
as though with a magic circle which none 
might cross without her leave. The mantle 
of her unobtrusiveness had fallen from her 
She stood, superbly erect, queenlike in her 
pose and the unconscious dignity of her 
aloofness. And Montague Rotherby was 
actually at a loss before her, uncertain 
whether to go or stay 

“T thought we should meet again,” he 
said. “Are you better?” 

She thrust past his shield with some- 
thing of contempt. “I certainly did not 
expect to meet you—or any one—here.” 

His smile became almost a laugh. Did 
she think him so easily repulsed? “No?” 
he said easily. “Yet we probably came— 
both of us—with the same intention. Tell 
me what happened after I left you this 
afternoon! [ tried to find out from His 
Lordship, but was snubbed for my pains.” 

“I am quite well again,” she said guard- 
edly, after a moment. “Please do not 
trouble yourself any further about me! 
It is sheer waste of time.” 

“Oh, impossible!” he exclaimed gal- 
lantly; then, seeing her look. “No, seriously, 
Miss Thorold, I refuse to be put off like 
that. I’ve no right whatever, but I must 
insist upon knowing what happened.” 

She looked at him for a few seconds, 
her dark eyes very intent as though they 
searched behind every word he uttered for 
a hidden motive 

“What happened was a visit from the 
doctor and a solemn warning that I must 
take a rest as soon as His Lordship can 
conveniently release me from my duties.” 

She certainly did not ask for sympathy, 
this woman of the curt speech and tired 
eyes. Rather she repudiated the bare no- 
tion. Yet was he conscious of a keen 
desire to offer it. He stood in silence for 
a moment or two, bracing himself for a 
distinct effort 

“Does it mean very much to you?” he 
asked at length 

Her short laugh grated upon him. “No 
more than it does to most people when 
they lose their livelihood.” 

But, strangely, her words gave him 
courage to pass the barrier. He spoke as 
one worker to another. “What damnable 
luck!” he said. 

Perhaps they were the most sincere 
words he had yet spoken, and they pierced 
her armor. He saw her chin quiver sud- 
denly. She turned her face from him. “I 
shall worry through,” she said, and her 
voice was brisk and businesslike, wholly 
free from emotion. “I’m not afraid of 
that.” But she was afraid, and he knew it. 

“Oh, there’s always a way out,” he said. 
“I've been in some tight corners myself, and 
I've proved that every time.” He broke 
off, with his eyes upon the rippling path- 
way of moonlight that stretched to their 
feet. “Is the bishop going to do any- 
thing to make things easier?” he asked. 

“Do you think I would take his 
charity ?” she said. “Or anyone else’s? I'd 
far rather—starve—as I have before!” 

“Good God!” said Montague. He met 
the fierce fire of her eyes with a swift 
kindling of admiration in his own 

“Good night,” she said abruptly 

He trust out his hand to her with a 
quickness of impulse he did not stop to 
question. “Please wait a minute!” he said. 
“Surely you are not afraid of my offering 
you charity?” 

“You are far too good,” she said, and 
he heard the quiver of emotion that she 
no longer sought to suppress in her voice, 

too understanding, to offer me that.” 

“I’m offering you friendship,” he said 

“Thank you,” she said gently 

He smiled into her eyes. “It may be 
of an unorthodox kind, but that we can’t 
heip—under the circumstances. It’s genuine 
anyway.” 

“I am sure of that,” she said 

He wondered what made her sure, and 
was conscious of a moment's discomfiture, 
but swiftly fortified himself with the re 
flection that she was not a young girl, 
and if she were still lacking in experience 
of the ways of the world, that was her 
affair, not his. On second thoughts he did 
not believe her to be lacking in this re- 
spect. She had shown too much caution 
in her treatment of his earlier advances 
“And now, as a friend,” he said, “will 
you tell me what you think of doing?” 

She made no movement away from him 
Possibly she had not the strength to turn 
away from the only human being in the 
world who had offered to stand by her 
in her hour of need. She answered him 
with a simplicity that must have shown 
him clearly how completely she had ban- 
ished all doubt 

“T really haven’t an idea what I shall 
do—what I can do, in fact, if my health 
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Tetherstones 
By Ethel M.Dell 


[Continued from page 7] 


gives way, unless’—a piteous quiver of 
laughter sounded in her voice—“I go into 
the country and learn to milk cows. There 
seem to be more cows than anything else 
in this part of the world.” 

“But have you no resources at all?” he 
questioned. “No people?” 

“T was dependent in my girlhood upon a 
married brother—a businessman, with a 
family. I soon broke away, and there is 
no going back. It wouldn’t be fair to 
anyone.” 

“Of course not,” said Montague. “But 
wouldn’t he tide you over this crisis.” 

“While I learn to milk cows you mean?” 
The laughter in her voice sounded less 
precarious now. “I couldn’t possibly ask 
him. He has sons to educate, and a wife 
whom I can’t abide. It wouldn’t be fair.” 

She spoke without pathos, a mere 
statement of fact. He liked her for it. 
Her simple courage attracted him more 
and more. Whatever hard blows Fate 
might have in store for her, he was con- 
vinced that she would endure them un- 
flinching. He was beginning to realize 
wherein this woman’s fascination lay. It 
was in the fact that whatever happened 
to herself she would accept responsibility. 
Whatever her losses might be, she would 
borrow no man’s counters. 

“You are marvelously brave,” he said, 
and he uttered the words almost in- 
voluntarily. “It makes me all the keener 
to be of use.” He paused. “You know, 
I could be of use if you would allow me.” 

“In what way?” she said. 

He hesitated. “You won't be angry— 
turn me down unheard?” 

“You don’t realize that I have great 
reason to be grateful to you,” she said. 

“You haven't,” he returned quickly. “I 
don’t pretend to take an interest in people 
who fail to interest me. I am no better 
than the majority, Miss Thorold, worse 
than a good many.” 

He saw her faint smile. “But better 
than some,” she suggested. 

He smiled in answer. “Well, perhaps— 
better than some. Is there really nothing 
you can do to fill in time for the present? 
Because—I can find you another secretary’s 
job later on, if that is what you want.” 

“Can you?” she said. “But how?” 


E was aware of a momentary em- 

barrassment. “It’s entirely a_ busi- 

ness proposition. I am just home 
from Africa. I am going to write a book 
on travel and sport. I’ve got my notes, 
heaps of ‘em. I shall want a secretary, 
and I have an idea we could arrive at an 
arrangement not injurious to either of us. 
You can help me if you will—if you care 
to—and I should think myself lucky to get 
any one so efficient.” 

“I see.” She spoke quietly. His sug- 
gestion seemed to excite no surprise in 
her. “You want me to decide at once?” 

He was aware of a sudden, inexplicable 
desire to overcome her objections. “You 
would be no worse off than you are at 
present. But I flatter myself you would 
like it. I’m convinced at least that it 
would not bore you.” 

“That consideration would not influence 
me one way or the other,” she said. 
“There are always drawbacks of some 
description to every walk of life, and 
boredom—well, boredom is by no means 
the worst of them.” 

“There I disagree with you,” said 
Rotherby boldly. “If you can honestly 
say that, then you have never really lived.” 

“That is quite true,” said Frances. “I 
never have.” 

He gave her a_ sudden, hard look. 
“Don’t you want to?” he said 

She uttered her faint laugh, avoiding 
his eyes “I don’t—specially—want to 
starve,” she said. “But I assure you I 
would rather do that than fail to earn my 
keep. Neither you nor I would better 
make up our minds tonight. You are very 
kind, but very rash; and I think by to- 
morrow morning you may regret this. In 
any case, let us wait till then!” 

“It rests with me then?” said Rotherby. 

“Yes, it rests with you.” Quietly, even 
coldly, she yielded the point. “Of course, 
as you say, if you decide to take me, it 
will only be on trial. And if I fail to 
satisfy you, we are not worse off than we 
are at present. But please do not decide 
before tomorrow!” The words were a 
request. The tone was almost a command. 
She turned to go, but suddenly stopped 
short. He was aware of a change in her 
—a tremor of agitation. 

“Ah!” she said, under her breath, look- 
ing out of the shadow into the moonlight. 

Swiftly his eyes followed hers. A figure 


in black was walking slowly and quite 
noiselessly over the grass by the side of 
the path. “It is the bishop!” 

They drew back in silence against the 
trunk of the yew tree and like two con- 
spirators trapped in that haunted garden, 
they drew close together in the depth of the 
shadow and dumbly watched the black- 
gowned figure advance through the moon- 
light. 

He came very slowly and with great 
dignity, yet in his deliberation of move- 
ment there was purpose. The man and the 
woman watching him from their hiding- 
place drew closer together as if in some 
fashion his coming inspired them with awe. 
It was true that Montague Rotherby’s lips 
bore a smile of cynical amusement, as 
though the situation appealed more to his 
sense of humor than to any other emotion. 
But it was not any humorous impulse that 
moved him to put his hand suddenly and 
reassuringly through the tense, thin arm of 
the secretary and closely grip it. Slowly 
came the advancing figure, and the tension 
of the two who waited grew acute. Mon- 
tague formed his plan of action while he 
waited. If the bishop passed them by, he 
would release his companion instantly, bid 
her begone, and himself cover her retreat. 
It was the only feasible plan, and in the 
morning she would thank him. In the 
morning she would realize that circum- 
stances had placed her in his debt, and she 
would be ready to meet the obligation in 
accordance with his views. Without forc- 
ing himself upon her, he had become her 
intimate friend. She would acknowledge 
with gratitude all that he had done for her. 

The bishop was close to them now, al- 
most abreast of them. He could see the 
harsh lines on the thi, asectic countenance. 
This was the type of tan who would tor- 
ture and slay for the fulfillment of an ideal 
—a man of stern fanaticism, capable of the 
highest sacrifice, but incapable of love. 

Now he had reached the old yew in the 
shadow of which they stood; as if he had 
attained his destination he _ stood still. 
Montague felt a sharp shiver run through 
his companion’s arm, and he gripped it 
more closely, with a steady, warning 
pressure. The bishop was not looking in 
their direction. There was yet a chance 
that he might pass on and leave them un- 
observed. The situation was _ ridiculous, 
thought Montague, they had no reason for 
concealing themselves. 

The bishop had turned toward the edge 
of the lake, and was standing there in 
somber reflection. 

Then there came a sound through the 
magic stillness—the soft chiming of the 
quarter from the cathedral tower. The 
bishop stirred as if a hand had been laid 
upon him, stirred and turned. His face 
was in the full moonlight, and it was the 
face of a denunciatory prophet. 

“As I thought!” he said. “As I might 
have known! You may come out of your 
hiding-place. No subterfuge will serve 
either of you. Go—both of you! Let me 
never see you again!” 

“Damnation!” said Montague. He took 
the secretary’s cold hand very firmly into 
his own and led her forth. 

“Damnation!” he said again, and he 
flung the word with all the force of his 
fury. “Who are you to dare to speak to 
either of us in this strain? What the 
devil do you mean by it?” He spoke as 
one man speaking to another, but the calm 
gesture of the bishop’s uplifted hand dis- 
pelled the situation before it could be 
established. 

“Who am I?” he said. “I am a priest 
of the Lord to whom profanity is no more 
than the vaporing of fools. How do I 
dare to speak to you thus? I have never 
flinched from my duty in the bold rebuke 
of vice. What do I mean? I mean that 
you and this woman have been detected 
by me on the very verge of sin. And I tell 
you to go, because I cannot stop your 
sinning until you have endured your hell 
and—if God is merciful—begun to work 
out your own salvation.” 

“The man is mad!” said Montague. A 
moment before, he had been in a mood to 
take him by the throat, but now he paused, 
arrested by the fanatical fervor of the 
bishop’s speech. Quite suddenly he realized 
that neither argument nor _ indignation 
would have the smallest effect. And, 
curiously, his anger cooled. He turned very 
quietly to the woman whose hand had 
closed convulsively in his own, but who 
stood beside him, immobile and emotionless 
as a statue. 

“Miss Thorold,” he said, “I must apolo- 
gize to you for quite inadvertently placing 
you in this extraordinary situation. I beg 





that you will not allow anything so out- 
rageous to prejudice you with regard to the 
future.” No shade of feeling crossed her 
death-white face. 

“T am not likely to do that,” she said 
coldly and proudly. “I am not likely to 
blame you for showing kindness to me in 
the house of one to whom mercy and 
humanity are unknown. I do not hold 
you responsible for another man’s wicked- 
ness.” 

It was a challenge, and Montague mar- 
veled at the icy courage of her, the biting 
disdain. As she spoke, she drew her hand 
from his and calmly, with head erect, she 
walked away over the moonlit grass. 


HE soft thudding of cow’s feet through 

the red mud of a Devon lane, the 

chirruping call of a girl’s voice in 
their rear, the warning note of a blackbird 
in the hedge and the magic fragrance of 
honeysuckle everywhere! Was ever sum- 
mer day so fair? 

“Drat that young Minnie! If she hasn’t 
taken the wrong turning again!” cried the 
voice that had chirruped to the herd, and 
there followed a chuckling laugh. 

It took Frances Thorold by storm—that 
laugh. She got up swiftly from her knoll, 
sketching-block in hand, to peer over the 
hedge. The hedge was ragged and the 
lane was deep, but she caught a glimpse 
of the red cows, trooping by, and of the 
pink dress and wildly untidy hair of their 
attendant. 

Suddenly there came the sound of 
someone approaching from the other direc- 
tion, and Frances, still peering over the 
ragged hedge, flushed deeply, almost to the 
color of the sorrel that grew about her 
feet. She returned to her sketching-block, 
and began to work nervously then stopped 
and listened. Finally she called out: 

“Are you looking for someone?” 

“By Jove!” cried back a voice in swift 
and hearty response. “So you're there, 
are you? How does one get up there?” 

“One usually goes to the bottom of 
the hill, opens a gate and walks up on 
the other side.” 

“Oh, that’s too much to ask,” protested 
the voice below her. “Isn’t there some 
hole where one can get through?” 

“If one doesn’t mind spoiling one’s 
clothes,” said Frances. 

“Here goes!” There followed sounds of 
a leap and a scramble, a violent shaking of 
the nut-trees and brambles that composed 
the hedge, and finally a man’s face, laugh- 
ing and triumphant, appeared above the 
confusion. 

“Well,” he said, “you were well hidden !” 
She took a moment to measure the chal- 
lenge in his voice, then smiled at him, 
without rising. “It is quite a secluded 
spot. I come here every day.” She in- 
dicated the sketching-block by her side. 
“This is how I amuse myself.” 

He came to her, carrying a trail of 
honeysuckle which he laid at her feet 

“How are you getting on, Miss Thorold? 
You look—” He regarded her critically. 
“You look like one who has bathed in 
magic dew. Have you learnt to milk cows 
yet?” he asked. 

“Well, no!” She laughed a little. “But 
I have several times watched the operation. 
You saw that girl just now, driving the 
cows back to pasture for the night. She 
comes from such a dear old farm on the 
moor called Tetherstones. I have stood at 
the door of the cowshed and watched her 
She is wonderfully quick at it.” 

Frances picked up her sketching-block 
again. 

“May I see?” said Rotherby. 

He took it in silence, studied it at first 
casually, then more closely. 

“You ought to find a ready market for 
this sort of thing. It’s exquisite.” She 
colored then vividly, and the man’s eyes 
kindled, watching her. 

“Do you really think that?” she asked 
in a low voice. 

“Of course I doe It isn’t to my in- 
terest to say it, is it? You've mistaken 
your vocation.” 

“It has always been my pastime,” said 
Frances rather wistfully. “But I couldn’t 
make a living at it. When are you going 
to begin your book ?” 

“Oh, that!” He spoke with easy as- 
surance. “That'll have to keep for a bit. 
I'm not in, the mood for it yet. By-and- 
by, in the winter—” 

Her face changed a little. “In that 
case,” she said, slowly, “I ought to set 
about finding another post.” 

“Oh, rot!” said Montague with light- 
ness. “Why?” 

“Because,” she said, her voice chill and 
constrained as was its habit in moments of 
emotion, “I haven’t money to carry me on 
till then. I shouldn’t have wasted this fort- 
night if I had known.” 

“It hasn’t been wasted,” argued Mon- 
tague, still careless and unimpressed. “You 
couldn’t have done without it.” 

She did not lift her eyes. “It is quite 
true I needed a rest,” she said, “but I 
could have employed the time in trying to 
find another post.” 

“You've done much more for yourself 
by just taking a rest and sketching,” said 

[Turn to page 95} 
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How do you picture the woman you would like to be? Do you think of her as a happy wife—a happy mother? 


The Woman You would Like to Be— 


How do you picture her? A happy wife —a happy mother —a great artist, 
or an accomplished woman of the world? In a hundred ways — it lies in 
your power to make yourself the woman you would like to be. Below you 
will read of one way — simple as it is, no girl can afford to neglect it. 


Do you wish, more than anything else, 
to be beautiful? To have a face that 
charms and attracts the people about, 
you? 

Make up your mind, then, that you 
will have a beautiful skin; that you will 
not rest until you have made your skin 
absolutely clear, smooth, flawless. 

For how can woman’s face be lovely 
and attractive if her skin is disfigured 
by blackheads—by ugly little blemishes? 
if the pores are too large? if her nose 
is shiny with oil? 


Any of these faults can be overcoine 


If you are troubled with any of these 
faults — begin, now, to overcome them. 
You can make your skin what you will, 
for each day it is changing; old skin dies 
and new takes its place. Give the new 
skin the special treatment it should have, 
and see how smooth and lovely you can 
keep it — how quickly the defects in it 
will disappear. 

You will find the right treatment for 
your special type of skin in the booklet of 


> 
> 


famous skin treatments that is wrapped 
around each cake of Woodbury’s Facial 
Soap. Complete treatments for all the 
commoner skin troubles are given in 
this booklet. Two of these famous treat- 
ments are reproduced below. 


By using these Woodbury skin treat- 
ments regularly, thousands of girls and 
women have overcome the faults in 
their complexions and have gained the 
lovely clear, soft skin they longed for. 
Begin, today, to give your skin the 
treatment that will make it fresh, radi- 
ant, flawless, as a beautiful woman’s skin 


should be. 


Why skin disturbances often occur 
on the face 


It is a well-known scientific fact that 
the nerves which control the blood 
supply are more sensitive in the skin of 
the face than elsewhere—and that con- 
sequently the skin of your face is more 
liable to disturbances. 


For this reason the soap which you 


use daily on your face should be of the 
best quality obtainable. 

Get a cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
today, and see what an ideal effect it 
has on your skin. The regular use of 
Woodbury’s in your daily toilet will 
tend to improve the whole tone of your 
complexion. 

A 25-cent cake of Woodbury’s lasts 
a month or six weeks for regular toilet 
use, including any of the special Wood- 
bury treatments. You can also get 
Woodbury’s in convenient 3-cake boxes 
at any drug store or toilet goods counter. 


Three Woodbury skin preparations 
—guest-size—for 10 cents 


For 10 cents we will send you a miniature set 
of the Woodbury skin preparations, containing: 
A trial size cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
A sample tube of the new Woodbury’s Facial ‘Cream 
A sample box of Woodbury’s “acial Powder 
Together with the treatment booklet, “A Skin You Love 
to Touch.” 
Send for this set today. Address The Andrew Jergens 
Co.,1506Spring Grove Ave., Ciricinnati, Ohio. If you 
live in Canada, address The Andrew Jergens Co., Limited, 
1506Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario. English agents: H.C. 
Quelch & Co., 4 Ludgate Square, London E. C. 4. 
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FOR CONSPICUOUS NOSE PORES 


To reduce conspicuous nose pores, use this special treatment: 

Wring a soft cloth from very hot water, lather it with Woodbury’s 
Facial Soap, then hold it to your face. When the heat has expanded 
the pores, rub in very gently a fresh lather of Woodbury’s. Repeat 
this hot water and lather application several times, stopping at once if 
your nose feels sensitive. Then finish by rubbing the nose for thirty 


seconds with a piece of ice. 


« 
% 


BLACKHEADS ARE A CONFESSION 


To keep your skin free from blackheads, use the following treatment: 

Every night before retiring, apply hot cloths to your face until the skin 
is reddened. Then with a rough wash cloth work up a heavy lather 
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap and rub it into the pores thoroughly, 
always with an upward and outward motion. Rinse with clear hot 
water, then with cold — the colder the better. If possible rub your 


face for thirty seconds with a piece of ice. 








Copyright, 1923, by The Andrew Jergens Co. 





























Oh, the gold- 
brown of his 
hair, the blue 
of his eyes, 
the lift at the 
corners of his 
firm lips. } 
“Alec! Alec!” 
Her voice was 
an anguished 
entreaty 


It took 
some talkin’ to get ‘em all the same mind 
Fan, but I worked it.” 
He strolled away 
jazz. She sang song after song, she tried to 
teach some of the men the newer dances, she 


the men asked for. We'll fix him! 


Red Fan plunged into 


“jigged” opposite a limber young miner 
Toward midnight she slipped out, drawing a 
thin blue wrap around her. Through a side 
door she stepped into the main street. Three 
Bridges was little more than a construction 
camp—shacks crowding along a single avenue 
that dipped steeply to the river. Accustomed 
to the roughness of new towns in the 
Northern Cascades, she gave but a glance 
about her. Indifferently she noted the en 
circling hills, dark with cedar and pine, that 
rose starkly to the glaciers gleaming in the 
moonlight. But the river held her eyes, the 
rush of water that swept under the bridg« 
where the ring of mallets seemed to race with 
the rising current 

The sky was clear, but trees and bushes 
still dripped with raindrops. A tremendous 
warm breath rolled up the canyon. Red Fan 
smiled as she followed the single plank walk 
down the hill. It was the Chinook wind 
from the Pacific sweeping up to embrace 
the glaciers. Now the thousand streams feed 
ing the river would swell with melting snow 
Three times at long intervals during the past, 
men had tried to bridge the huge waterway 
The wrecks of their efforts had named the 
place. Owing to long-delayed shipments otf 
materials, the new bridge was still at the 
stage of building where it would not with 
stand the power of the swiftly rising water 

At the foot of the hill the woman turned 
toward a portable building that stood near 


the approach to the bridge. Débris and 
brush had been cleared away A porch 
sheltered the door from heavy rains. Light 
rimmed the shade-drawn windows. She 


moved nearer. Through a slit under one of 
the biinds she could see the man tipped com 
fortably in a swivel chair at the desk. Hand 
some in a stout, middle-aged way, he seemed 
to fit into the warmth and light of the 
well equipped office The face under the 
graying hair wore worried lines, but they 
were lightly traced A ledger open before 
him held his attention. Red Fan understood 
the significange of lips closed in a straight 
line, the contemplative caution of the eves 

She tapped on the door, pushed it open 
and went in. The man glanced up, then 
rose with the ponderous deliberation that 
conveys condescension. The look of an 
noyed inquiry sharpened. His forehead 
creased, his eyes seemed to battle with shift 
ing impressions. Red Fan walked slowly 
toward him, the wind-blown wisps of 


hair stringing 
across the 

vivid rouge of 
her cheeks. 
“Hello, Neil,” she 
greeted him, holding 
out her hand 
But the man did _ not 
accept the hand. He 
backed a step or two, a 
transitory suspicion in his 
puzzled eyes. 

“Don’t remember me?” 
She swept the loose 
strands from her face 
and laughed deri- 

sively. “Well, no 

wonder. I've 

changed in a 

good many 

ways. Even my 
hair. All but 
my name. It’s 
still Fan 

Silsbee.” 

The man’s eyes 

wavered only 
for an_ instant. 
Scarcely above a 
whisper he re- 
peated the single 
word, “Fan!” His 
glance shifted to the 
window. He stepped 
over and drew the 
blind securely. 

The woman smiled 
contemptuously. “Now 
I'd know you sure, Neil. 

Mighty careful nobody 
gets anything on you, eh?” 
“What do you want?” re- 
turned Royce, resuming his 

seat. Carelessly he turned the 
leaves of the ledger 

Red Fan drew a chair from 
behind the stove and sat down. 

She placed her feet on the fender. 
The soles of her slippers were cracked. 

The dampness made her feet ache. 
“Well, what do you want?” repeated 

Royce, with guarded irritation. 

“Say, think you're puttin’ up a big bluff, 
don’t you? You've gone white around tre 
gills already, an’ I’m not started yet. Well, 
it’s my turn, Neil Royce, an’ believe me 
you'll know it!” 

The man pushed aside the account book 
and gave her his full attention 

“Look here, Fan, if it’s money 

“Just name the price, eh? Well, the price 
I'd name'd bust you higher’n a kite.” 

“It's blackmail! Ill have you _ pros- 
ecuted!” But the tone did not ring true 

Red Fan laughed, then hastily smoothed 
the lines around her eyes. 

“Arrest me? That's a joke! Back in 
the States that might work. Up here, I've 
got a few friends’d stand back o’ me. Be- 
sides you couldn't stand havin’ people know 

what I'd tell.” 








HE leaned toward him, the lamplight 

flaring on her streaked red hair and 

chalky face. “Blackmail! Time was 
when that'd scared me green. But ‘twas 
a long time ago, Neil. “I've waited fer this 
a good many years—an’ you're gonna know 
it too.” 

“Look here, Fan,” conceded Royce con 
ciliatingly. “I'll admit I treated you pretty 
rough. I was young. I’m willing to make 
up for it now—if you'll let me.” 

“Make up fer it,” blazed Red Fan. 
“D'ya think there’s money enough—to make 
up fer it? Me just a kid, an’ so proud 
o bein’ in a show. Didn't you follow an’ 
hound me? Didn't you throw me down 
an’ run off—when you knew? Did y’ever 
think what'd become o’ me? An’ when I 
was in the hospital wishin’ an’ prayin’ to 
die an’ the kid beside me, I read how you 
was married. Oh, ‘twas a fine weddin’! 
Satins an’ veils an’ flowers an’ friends! And 
me—hidin’ down under the sheets fer fear 
scmebody'd know me!” 

“Fan ” he interposed weakly; but 
she went on 

“Say, I lied when I got out o’ the 
hospital. Told ‘em I had a home I took 
the kid an’ just walked along the street. 
I walked an’ walked. I didn’t know what to 
do.” 

“Fan, don't speak so loud,” Royce broke 
in anxiously 

“Let ‘em hear, an’ be damned to it! 
It’s my turn, Neil Royce. If I was to tell 
you how I got to the next town you'd say 
I was lyin’. I got back with a stock. 
Bummest show ever played!” 

Red Fan stopped, but before her intent 
gaze the man moved uneasily, 
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“Say,” she burst out fiercely, “what’s the 
matter with this old world anyhow? Me 
prayin’ to die when the kid was born. But 
I lived. An’ your wife—she died an’ left 
you with the baby. "Twas me ought to’ve 
gone an’ my kid with me.” 

“Fan, not so loud, please. 
halfway. Fo 


I'll meet you 


ED FAN’S eyes flashed. “Cut that 
stuff,” she warned. “Meet me halfway! 

No, I went all the way—alone! Every- 
where I'd go somebody’d turn up that 
knowed me. I just went on an’ on. "Twas 
fer him I minded most. Say, he was worth 


it all. Cute, an’ smart! Anybody’d been 
proud of him,” she finished defiantly. 

“But, Fan, if you'll just give me a 
chance .” began Royce placatingly. 


“Chance!” scorned Fan. “I say any- 
body’d been proud o’ him. I was crazy 
about him—if he did look like you. Say, 
when I think o’ the night, him a little 
shaver with dresses on, an’ he come runnin’ 
across the stage to me. It was in a cabaret 
down in the oil-country. He made the big- 
gest hit with the men. When I was out of 
a job I struck North, where nobody’d know 
me. I dressed him fer a girl. Alec, my 
little boy! ‘Twas easier then. He learned 
to dance an’ sing.” 

Incredulity, disgust, showed in the man’s 
face. Red Fan met it with defensive de- 
fiance. “I know. You think I oughtn’t 
to’ve done it. I didn’t have a million or 
so to send him to private schools an’ such. 
We traveled north by stages an’ freight- 
wagons an’ on foot. We've been hungry an’ 
broke, lots o’ times. Then when he was 
long about twelve he was big enough to 
take men’s parts. He was smart. Couldn't 
much more’n read an’ write, but he could 
hold a crowd—keep ’em laughin’. Never a 
show would he put on but I had to be in it 
with him, even when he was grown up. 
Pardner-maw, he used to call me,” she 
finished, the bitterness in her face settling in 
lines of bleak loneliness. . 

Royce turned to the tesk and absently 
opened the ledger. Red Fan's eyes followed 
his restless movements. 

“Tired ? Well, I’m _ finished—almost. 
We'd begun to make good up here. He was 
well liked. They don’t ask questions if 
you deal square. We'd planned to -build a 
bit of a theater in one o’ the towns. . . .” 

Royce broke in eagerly, “I'll do that for 
you—for the boy.” 

“You will, eh? Well, you're too late! 
The war came, an’ he went. I let him go. 
It just about killed me.” 

Her face dropped into her hands. The 
man leaned toward her and for the first 
time laid a hand on her arm. 

“I'm sorry, Fan. I know. My 
my son went, too.” 

“But he come back, didn't he?” she de- 
manded, lifting her quivering face. “You've 
got him now. You kin hear him speak, you 
kin do things fer him, you kin live fer him! 
An’ my poor kid—they got him one night. 
A shell—him playin’ the mouth-organ to 
cheer em up. Yes, they got him.” 

She dashed her hands across her eyes. 
“You didn’t know! You didn’t care! You 
don’t care now, really. There’s just two 
things you do care about, an’ that’s your 
money an’ your boy.” 

The man was silent, and Ran Fan went 
on: “Suppose he hadn’t come back— 
that you didn’t have him any more? Since 
then I've been lost-like. I get jobs easy 
enough. I'm an entertainer, you know. En- 
ter-tain-er!” 

Royce turned toward her persuasively. 
“You needn't do that any longer, Fan. I'll 
fix you up.” 

“No, you don’t. I'd rather starve. I 
know where to hit you that'll hurt most. 
Soon’s I heard you was up here I made up 
my mind to get even fer all we'd suffered 
Now you'll pay up.” 

Royce looked at her closely. “Fan, had 
you— You didn’t have anything to do with 
this strike that’s threatening?” 

“Sure. I started it. Months ago, I 
began it. You know Mike, up at the Glory 
Hole ?” 

“Yes, I know him for a ringleader among 
the men. He’s a menace. . . .” 

“Well, I know Mike, better’n you do. 
He’s the leader all right. "Twas easy to 
work the men. Lord, how they hate you, 
grindin’ ‘em down to the last cent.” 

“I’ve granted every increase they've asked. 
I'm paying the biggest wages that’s ever 
been paid in this country.” 

“You paid because you had to. Men’d 
be glad, most of ‘em, to see you run outta 
the country. Arrest me? You don’t dare. 
A good man. Oh, yes, charities—to make a 
show. You're a damned coward!” 

Royce seemed not to hear her words. 
His eyes narrowed, his reflective gaze shifted 
dazedly, aimlessly. Behind his caution Red 
Fan saw signs of alarm. 

“I’m ready to meet the men. I'll grant 
the increase they demand, though it’s rob- 
bery. But—the bridge won't stand against 


boy— 


high water and drift jams without im- 
mediate reénforcement—of the piers particu- 
larly. Another day bs ae 

“I know all that an’ a damned sight 
more,” returned the woman triumphantly. 
“I know how much you got in this country 
across the river. Mines, an’ the new pulp- 
mill. It'll all go up the flue if the bridge 
don’t stand.” 

“But it will stand. The men would be 
insane to strike now. The pulp-mill’s going 


to be a big thing in this district. Every- 
thing depends on the bridge. It'll open up 
all that new area over there.” 

“We should care about that! There’s 


always lots o’ work fer the under dog.” 

“Fan, listen. It’s not for myself I care 
It’s for my boy’s sake. It’s his bridge. He 
designed and built it. Think. Three times 
contractors tried to bridge the river and 
failed. Now why, Fan, I'll grant 
anything, just for the boy’s sake.” 

“Don’t I know it?” jeered Fan. “That's 
why I’m doin’ it. Let him get down to 
brass tacks the way my kid had to.” 

Royce turned to his desk decisively. He 
brushed the papers into a pile, closed the 
desk, and got to his feet. 

“I'm going to see the men. 
this thing to the last—for him.” 

“Yes, you're gonna fight fer your boy 
now the way I fought fer mine. But I tell 
you right now you're licked!” 

She sprang up and stood facing him. The 
hate of years distorted her face. Then she 
rushed to the door and flung it open. 

“They've struck! It’s midnight! They’ve 
struck, every last man! An’ J done it!” 

In a moment Royce stood beside her 
He strained his eyes toward the silent bridge. 
Red Fan could hear his labored breathing; 
his caution was swept away in alarm. When 
he laid an unsteady hand on her arm she 
threw it aside. 

“Fan, for God’s sake! The bridge—it’s 
my son’s! He dreamed it, he studied it, he 
worked on it for months. He’s out there 
now trying to beat the river. Fan, if you've 
got any influence, let the bridge go through! 
Just another day would make it safe.” 

“Yes, it’s your turn to beg an’ it’s my 
turn to throw you down! The strike’s on, 
the river’s come up two feet since noon! 
Now you're makin’ it up to Red Fan. 

You're payin’ Red Fan’s price!” 


I'll fight 


T dawn the breakfast-gong summoned 
the men from the card-room. Red 
Fan stepped from the tobacco-tainted 
air into the morning freshness. Three Bridges 
was asmoke with mist that drew a faint 
veil over the green hills. The tips of the 
glaciers shone above masses of copper and 
rose. The river threw clouds of spray as it 
swept under the bridge. Gladly the woman 
sat down on a rude bench. It had been a 
wild night, and she was tired. Mike came 
out, yawning. 

“Well, the river’s sure risin’. Royce, he’s 
gone fer men. Let him try bringin’ his 
scabs in here. Tried to work me—every- 
thing from money to threats. I'll hold the 
men together long enough to settle his hash. 
Left his boy an’ a few bootlickers to watch 
the bridge. 

When he had left her, Red Fan followed 
the plank walk to the river. She wanted to 
see the bridge closely; she felt a desire to 
see the boy, Royce’s son. She went slowly, 
studying the gigantic structure spanning the 
canyon. Above and below were the wrecks 
of the three bridges previously attempted 
Imperceptibly the magnitude of the under- 
taking pierced her crude understanding. Im- 
movable, its great piers planted in the foam- 
ing river, the bridge swung its shining rails 
and intricate network from bank to bank. 
Slender, yet strong, it defied the river and 
the glaciers. 

On the bank the woman paused. Curi- 
ously she studied the young man standing 
bareheaded near her. His face was turned 
toward the bridge, but the lines of the erect 
figure stirred her strangely. His khaki clothes 
were soiled; his hands gripped a tool of some 
sort. Involuntarily Red Fan’s eyes went 
from him to the bridge. Dimly, incoherently, 
she realized how much of his splendid 
strength, of his very spirit, had gone into 
that work. He turned his head slowly. It 
was the face of Youth despairing over the 
ruin of a cherished dream. 

Red Fan quivered with a poignant pain. 
Unsteadily she moved nearer. The face of 
the young man before her was so like the 
face of her own boy, grown, now, to man- 
hood. Oh, the gold-brown of his hair, the 
blue of his eyes, the lift at the corners of 
the firm lips! It was the boy who had 
gore from her, gone with a gallant smile 
to meet the Great Adventure. Blindly her 
arms went out. “Alec ! Alec!” Her voice 
was an anguished entreaty. 

In the confusion of moments that fel- 
lowed she seemed to lean upon the pro- 
tecting kindness that had never failed her. 
She was seated on a log, her hands held 
ir. a strong, warm grip. “You are ill. Let 

[Turn to page 80] 


That’s the boy, down there now.” 
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mb is at its best now 


This is an especially good time to acquaint 
your family with the delights of lamb — to 
give the essential meat part of your menus a 
new appeal. 


Not necessarily with a “leg o’ lamb” or with 
rib chops—many other cuts are just as delicious, 
just as nutritious, though they cost consider- 
ably less. 


From the shoulder, for instance, your butcher 
can cut for you excellent chops, a roast, or meat 
for a most appetizing and wholesome stew. 


The breast of lamb is also a great delicacy 
which many women overlook. It is delicious 


Standard Lamb Cuts 


(Chicago Style) 





Boneless Lamb Roll; Consists 
of Shoulder, Breast and Shank 










Lamb Steak 
cut from 
Leg 


—— 


Lamb Leg for Roasts 
and Steaks 


Lamb Ribs 
for Roasts 





Neck for Roast, 
Broth or Stew 


1 Leg 4 Breast 

2 Loin 5 Shank 

3 Ribs 6 Shoulder 
7 Neck 


when stuffed and roasted, or braised. 


By following this chart you can easily select 
those cuts of lamb best suited by preference and 
price to your various uses. 


Its publication is but a part of the service which 
Swift & Company is constantly rendering—that 
of supplying the American public with good 
meat foods, and doing it so economically that 
the consumer in buying Swift meats, pays us 
as profit, from all sources, only a fraction of 
a cent a pound. 


Look for the legend “U. S. Inspected and 
Passed” on meat foods. 





Chops from the shoulder 
are large and meaty 





& 
Lamb Loin 


Lamb Loin Chop 
for Roasts 








Breast for Roasts 
or Stews 





Shank for Roast, 
Stew or Broth 








Neck Slice for 
Braising 


protection to the meat. 





Remove the Fell 
The fell is a tough membrane that acts as a 


Shoulder for Chops 
or Roasts 


It should always be 


removed before the meat is cooked 





Recipes upon request 


Some especially good lamb recipes on filing cards will be sent you free upon request to Home Economics Dept., Swift & Company, Chicago 


Swift & Company, U.S. A. 


Makers of Premium Hams and Bacon, “Silverleaf’ Brand Pure Lard, Premium Frankfurts, etc. 
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i Now I Ask a Favor of the Ladies 


I have a great delight—an Olive Oil 
Shampoo for them 
A V. K. CASSADY, B. S., M. S., Chief Chemist 
| Dear Madam: 


=e} OUR husband knows’ A thorough cleanser that would 
, me—thechiefchemist take out all grime and foreign 
| at Palmolive. matter—yet which would not 
take away the life and lustre that 
adds so much to charm. 





mcrill| . 
MEAS! | have just given him 


é a new delight; a gentler,quicker = : 
; shaving cream. Scores ot scalp experts agreed. 
They said ordinary shampoos 


Now I have as great a joy for Weretooharsh. Andadvised the 


— A ~—_ para gae B ir oil shampoo—but made a point 
; oil!—that does not make hair of olive oil, 
dry and brittle, that leaves it 

soft and gleaming. So the Olive Oil Shampoo 


The favor Lask is that you try it. Now | offer you the olive oil 
And then give me your opinion. shampoo—world famous—for 
you to use at home. 


a 


I Asked 1000 Women , 
™ . After the ordinary harsh sham- 


Recently I asked over 1000  poo,results will be a revelation. 

women what they wanted most Youwill note them in your mir- 

) in a shampoo. ror. Your friends will note them. 
They named but one require- And then you will do as thou- 
ment. But as yet had failed to sands have done—thank me for 
find it: a new delight. 


| PALMOLIVE 


a SHAMPOO 


= a \9 


Copyright 1923—The Palmolive Co. 1784 
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| What Is Their Birthright? 


Each Little Body Should Be Charged, When 
Born, With an Energy Called “Vitality” 


By Charles Gilmore Kerley, M.D. 


seven and one-half pounds. The 

average girl baby seven pounds three 

ounces. Nature sees to it that the 
vast majority of the human race come into 
the world perfectly formed after two 
models—male and female. Nature some- 
times gets confused and out of step, with 
the result that now and then a child is 
born with a disfiguring birthmark, a hare 
lip, cleft palate or clubbed feet; and again 
nature sometimes makes big mistakes and 
various types of monstrosities and monsters 
are brought to the light of day. 

When we consider the marvelous con- 
struction of the human body at birth, the 
bones, muscles, blood vessels, brain, nerves 
and glands, all perfectly formed and 
properly functioning; the action of one 
part reacting in response to and in unison 
with other parts, and all brought about in 
the nine months of pregnancy, we cannot 
but wonder that so few errors in structural 
development are encountered. 

After the impregnation of the ovum 
and during embryonic life the development 
of the various body compartments, bone, 
muscle, nerves and so on, is not all that 
takes place in the fetus which is to be a 
human being in a few months. During this 
intrauterine period the unborn child is 
subjected to the influences of his origin and 
immediate environment. Disease, disastrous 
and death-dealing, may be transmitted to 
it through the very agencies that are re- 
sponsible for his being. 

A health certificate should accompany 
every application for matrimony. Diseased 
men and women, elderly men and women, 
dissolute men and 
women should not be- 
get children. Alcholism 
in parents is one of 
the prime factors in the 
cause of convulsive 
nervous disorders in 
the child and a weak- 
ened nerve-power re- 
sistance. In addition 
that the child be well 
formed, his little body 
should be born charged 
with an energy which 
we term “Vitality”’— 
the parent of the 
triplets “Capacity,” 


T'« average boy baby weighs at birth 


a 





of the first month. Searching into the 
cause of this high mortality it is found that 
the chief factor is a weakly, overworked 
and neglected mother. Women who are 
insufficiently fed, who are subjected to long 
hours of toil, who are deprived of 
sufficient sleep, as well as those who are 
ignorant and untaught in their own care, 
cannot produce children that are charged 
with vitality. 

As a rule, the newly born child at best 
has not a wonderfully good time promised 
him. Being a baby is not particularly at- 
tractive. Ambushed enemies lie in wait 
and it requires a vigorous young person 
successfully to make the hazard of cows’ 
milk, dentition, tonsilitis, adenoids, bron- 
chitis, measles, chicken-pox, whooping- 
cough and scarlet fever. 


NVIRONMENT will do much to cor- 

rect prenatal harm, but the majority 

of those born weaklings because of un- 
favorable prenatal influences have as poor 
a postnatal as they did a prenatal existence. 
The result is a fifty to sixty per cent. in- 
dividual even if he succeeds in reaching the 
adult state. @Whousands of such men and 
women are in existence and beget or will 
beget their kind. This was not appreciated 
until the late World War. 

It will be seen that the future life of 
the individual is dependent in no small 
way on his prenatal existence. In order 
that healthy children be born the ignorant 
mother must be instructed, the over- 
worked mother must be relieved of her 
burdens, the poor mother must be fed. At 
the accouchement the mother and child must 
have the benefit of 
scientific medical atten- 
tion and proper nurs- 
ing. A considerable per- 
centage of blindness in 
adults is due to infec- 
tion of the eyes at 
birth. This is entirely 
preventable if proper 
attention is given to 
the mother and if 
proper attention is 
given the child at once 
after he is born. 


ao 
a €% The Maternity 
ra Hy Centre Association of 
— a 


New York City is 


“Endurance” and “Re- ~ a doing admirable work 
sistance.” Many per- to meet prenatal re- 
fectly formed children HOSE splendid feeding quirements, During 
are born weaklings and # formulas which Dr. the past year 23,000 
possess little or no | Kerley has given yeu tn his | visits) were made’ by 
vitality because of the are in anc anal bintiaia pregnant women pa- 
absence of this essential thet thar hate enh. se tients to the various 
in the parents, particu- printed in a new service- clinics supported by 


larly in the mother. As 
the progenitors live and 
have lived even into 
the third and fourth 
generation, so shall the 
child be. 


may be born strong 
and vigorous, the 


usual advantages dur- 
ing the period of preg- 
nancy. Slightly more 
than four per cent. of 
all infants born, die 
before the completion 





booklet, The Friendly Baby. 
To the special advice on 
feeding the 
babyhood until he is eleven 
years old, Mrs. Helen John- 
son Keyes has added other 
‘ instructions for his care. 
In order that babies The beckilet has Dr, 
Kerley’s approval, 

To obtain “The Friendly 
mother must have un- Baby,” send your request 
for the booklet (enclosing 
ten cents in stamps) to The 
Service Editor, McCall’s 
Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City. 


t h is. organization; 
49,000 visits were made 
child, from by its nurses to the 
homes of patients; 
8,211 patients were 
cared for. The im- 
mediate efforts of this 
society cover but a 
small territory in the 
great city of New York 
but their work in one 
year means the saving 
of hundreds of lives of 
infants and mothers to 
say nothing of the 
benefit to the child. 
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Just ‘his 


may mean summer safety for your baby 


OTHING is easier than to powder 
your baby with Jonnson’s Basy Pownper. 
Yet it is the best thing you can do to keep 


baby comfortable. And comfort goes hand 
in hand with health. 


Johnson’s is the powder on which 
to rely these hot summer days 


It isa JOHNSON & JoHNnson Red Cross Product 


—famous for thirty-five years. 


Millions of 


babies are happier and healthier because of 
this pure, beneficial powder. Use Jounson’s 


on your baby. 


About rashes and prickly heat 


Allay summer skin torments and 
rashes by using JoHNson’s Basy 
PowpeR several times daily. 





When baby won’t sleep 


Massage the skin with JoHNson’s 
Basy Powper. Your gentle rub- 
bing lulls the nerves; the powder 
brings comfort—and sleep comes. 


Baby Powder 
Best lor Baby- Best for You 


YOUR DRUGGIST IS MORE 
THAN A MERCHANT 
With know!edge acauired through 
long training he protects health. 
Be appreciative. 


Try the drug store first. 





How to make the bath’s 
coolness last 
After baby’s refreshing bath comes 


the final touch of JoHnson’s Basy 
Powpzr—giving lasting comfort. 





A too constant flow of saliva results in 
chafing and irritation. Touch the 
corners of baby’s lips with JoHNson’ s, 


¢* _ Around baby’s mouth 
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and here's your Waterman” 


S™ has hers, of course. But 
she’s making sure that 
scratchy pens and gummy _ink- 
wells will play no part in their 
vacation this summer and that 





their necessary correspondence 
will all be done out of doors in 


the open. 


There is a size in 


‘s 





en 


that fits your hand exactly, and 
a style of point that was shaped 
and tempered to fit perfectly your 
individual character of hand- 
writing. 


Waterman dealers, the world 
over, will gladly help you in se- 
lecting this perfect combination. 


THREE TYPES 


Regular—Safety — Self-Filling 


‘a, up 


Waterman's Ideal Ink 
Best For Fountain Pens and 
General Use 
VW rites Blue—Dries Black 








L.E. Waterman Company 
191 Broadway, New York 


Boston Chicago San Francisco 
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His Majesty’s Adviser 


[Continued from page 11] 


“Don’t yell like that.” 
the words out fiercely. “I’m not deaf— 
all you have to say is ‘no’ once. If it’s 
any satisfaction to you to know it, I’m 
through.” He rose to his feet, and his host 
rose, too, swiftly, catching at his arm. 

“Rather got the wind up, haven't we, 
old thing? No, don’t jerk away; you’re ab- 
solutely right, you know. It’s far too hot 
to start shouting, and I swear that I'll keep 
quiet if you will. So there you are!” 

“Well, where am I? D’you want me 
to tell Pattie that all you have to say to 
her is ‘No, by God?’” 

“IT want you to tell Pattie just exactly 
nothing whatever; say that I was off tiger- 
hunting with the Sultan, and that you 
couldn’t get track of me to save your soul.” 

“That all?” 

“Quite all, thanks.” 

“But, good Lord, I tell you that she 
wants you—” 

“You misunderstood her.” 

“Don’t be a fool. She told me—” 

The Honorable Tony jerked forward 
suddenly, his fingers biting into Ledyard’s 
arm, his low voice savage as a whip. 

“Drop it, will you? Drop it!” At 
sight of the blank and stricken amazement 
in the other’s eyes he broke off sharply, 
his fingers relaxing their grip. “Oh, Lord 
love us, we’re both fit for a madhouse!” 

Ledyard stared at him wretchedly. 

“But, Calvert, I swear that I don’t un- 
derstand. I thought—we all thought that 
you—that you cared for her—” 

“My dear fellow, what in the world 
has that got to do with it? The more I 
cared for her, the less likely I'd be to go 
within a thousand miles of her. For God’s 
sake, and Pattie’s sake, and my sake, try 
to get this straight. I am absolutely no 
good. I don’t mean that I’m one of your 
deep-dyed, hair-raising villians. No such 
luck. I’m simply a waster and rotter of 
the very first water, who has spent his 
entire life going to and fro over the face 
of the earth doing the things that he ought 
not to have done, and leaving undone the 
things that he ought to have done. You're 
worse than mad to tempt me to forget it; 
don’t do it again, there’s a good chap. And 
while you’re about it, try to remember that 
the best there is isn’t half good enough for 
Pattie.” 

Ledyard swallowed hard. 

“I don’t care; if it came to a show- 
down, you’d be as good as the best.” 

“Thanks. As it’s not likely to, you can 
take my word for it that I’m not the stuff 
of which heroes are made, even in a pinch. 
Now that that’s settled, how about hunt- 
ing up the little Vallarosa hussy? If she 
doesn’t turn up pretty soon, we'll call out 
the royal, holy, gold-fringed, pearl-tasseled, 
diamond-studded red parasols, and romp 
over to cadge some light refreshments from 
His Imperial Majesty. He has a cognac 
that will make you sit up and yelp with 
excitement; Napoleon—the real stuff, I 
pledge you my word. I suppose that it 
will be simply thrown away on you; half 
a nip of prune cordial sets the good old 
world going round for you Yankee martyrs 
these days, what?” 

“Help!” invoked Ledyard with gloomy 
fervor. “Glad to know you get the comic 
sections regularly.” 

“My priceless old thing, we get nothing 
whatever regularly. When my royal master 
and pupil feels any craving for mail and 
newspapers and other foreign frivolities he 
summons about twenty of the stalwart 
flowers of the masculine population and 
bids them yo heave ho on business of state. 
A few days or a few weeks later, they turn 
up like Santa Claus bearing gifts, and I 
take all the pretty envelopes with an 
English postmark and put them in a nice 
tin can with a nice round stone, and drop 
‘em out of the window plop into the jolly 
old river. You never can tell when one 
of the tricky little devils might read, ‘An- 
thony, come home, all is forgiven.’ ” 

“But, my Lord, they must be worried 
half frantic! How do they know whether 
you're alive or dead?” 

“My dear chap, the only thing that the 
Bolinghams have ever worried about as 
far as little Anthony Christopher’s con- 
cerned is that he mightn’t have the grace 
to die before one of his waggish pranks 
landed him in jail or actually cost them 
something in pounds and shillings instead 
of mere lamentations! That’s why 
gratified them by throwing over my share 
of the title when I came of age. Lord 
Anthony, what? No, thanks. It’s all too 
clear that you don’t know Aunt Pamela 
and Aunt Clarissa, the last of the Boling- 
ham vestals, or those splendid fellows, 
Roderick, Cyril and Oliver.” 

“Good night, I'd hate to be as bitter 
as that about my worst enemy.” Ledyard’s 
honest young drawl was chilled and 
thoughtful. 

“Bitter? About my priceless family?” 
His careless mirth flooded the quiet room. 
“No, I swear that’s good! Why, my child, 
I revel in ‘em; I have ever since Oliver 
used to jerk me out of bed at two in the 
[Turn to page 30] 


Ledyard rapped 
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Send for this 
booklet 


“DRESSMAKING 
MADE EASY” 


It tells the story of the Woman’s 
Institute—the largest woman’s school 
in the world—and the new plan it 
has developed by which you can 
learn at home, with surprising ease, 
to design and make pretty, becoming 
clothes for yourself or others. 


This is a new plan by which you 
start at once to make actual gar- 
ments; a new method so fascinating 
that it makes sewing a joy ; so inter- 
esting that you will want to spend 
every spare moment planning and 
making the many distinctive clothes 
you have always wanted but never 
felt you could afford to buy. 


Already thousands of women and 
girls in all circumstances and in 
every section of the country have 
found the answer to their clothes 
problems with the help of this booklet. 


If you would like to know how to 
have more clothes for yourself and 
other members of your family at half 
their usual cost; if you would like 
to be able to plan and design distinc- 
tive, becoming clothes for yourself 
or others; if you would like to have 
a dressmaking or millinery shop of 
your own or would like to earn 
money sewing for others at home, 
then you, too, will find inspiration 
and a practical plan in this booklet. 


“Dressmaking 
Made Easy”’ is an 
expensive booklet 
to print and we do 
not wish to send it 
to those who are 
merely curious. 
But if you are 
really interested, 
mark and mail this 
coupon and 





we 


ia 


“Seip shall be glad to send 


St BY, 


you a copy free. 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 


Dept. 3-T, Scranton, Penna. 


_—_—_——-—- TEAR OUT HERE — — — — —* 


WOMAN’S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 3-T, Scranton, Penna. 


Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy 
of your booklet, “Dressmaking Made Easy.” 1 am 


*most interested in the subject before which I have 


marked X in the list below:— 


(C0 How to Design and Make My Own Clothes 
(_) How to Earn Money as a Dressmaker 

(C) How to Design and Make My Own Hats 
CD How to Earn Money as a Milliner 
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NORMAL-~14 Pounds of Perspiration Daily 





CAre Your Pores Doing Their Share? 


URING an ordinary day, 
even when you do not 
notice that you are perspiring, 
the pores of your skin throw 
off one-and-a-half pounds of 


perspiration. 


Ninety-nine per cent of that 
is water. The other one per 
cent is made up of a number 
of solids, including common 
salt. If the pores are to con- 
tinue to function naturally— 
if the skin is to breathe—if you 
would be really healthy—the 
pores must be kept clean and 
invigorated by soap and water. 


Now, that does not mean you 
must rub and scrub your skin 
to the “inflammation” point. 
It does not mean that you 


must saturate your skin with 
soap ingredients that do not 
cleanse. On the contrary, pore- 
deep cleanliness is simply a 
matter of gentle cleansing—of 
the use of a soap which you 
know to be the last word in 
soap purity, as, for instance, 
Fairy, the whitest soap in the 
world. 


Fairy Soap has established 
the habit of American white 
cleanliness everywhere. It is 
one of Nature's greatest cleans- 
ing aids because its bland, 
soft lather reaches into the 
pores and gently stimulates 
them without irritation. After 
a Fairy Soap bath the pores 


of the body take a new deep 


breath—a comfortable feeling 
of thorough cleanliness tells 
you so. 


Fairy Soap is firm and 
handy-shaped. Its whiteness 
and firmness endure to the 
last thin wafer. It floats. Its 
refreshing lather rinses away 
instantly and completely, float- 
ing away the residue left by 
the pound-and-a-half of daily 
perspiration. Try Fairy Soap 
for a week. It helps the body 
breathe—and that is most 
essential to robust health. The 
small price per cake is entirely 
out of proportion to the many 
benefits. 


[EK FAIR BANK 2earan) 


Factories in United States and Canada 


The One Choice of America’s Foremost Baths, Clubs and Athletic Institutions 








HOTEL WOODWARD 


BROADWAY AND S55 STREET 
The N. K. Fairbank Company, 
New York City. 
Gentlemen :— 


NEW YORK 


We have found such a marked preference for Fairy Soap that 
we use it throughout this hotel. Its attractive whiteness, quick lathering 
and instant rinsing quality have a distinct appeal to discerning people. 
We consider it quite in keeping with the many other innovations of a 


select hotel. Yours very truly, 


lf 
/Yiu—— 
President. 

















FAIRY SOAP 
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A Nation-Wide Call 


for New Ideas for the Screen 


And New Writers To Supply Them 


Producers are searching everywhere for new 
and original stories for their productions 


HE call is for new writers who 
can write mew stories that these 
producers can use to meet the public 


demand for better stories. 


And there is a mew opportunity for 
talent yet undiscovered. This talent 
may be anywhere—in people who may 
least suspect it. Recently a New York 
society woman; a Mon- 
tana housewife; an un- 
derpaid office man _ in 
Utah; a Pennsylvania 
newspaperman and many 
others discovered and 
trained by this corpora 
tion have sold thei: 
stories or become staff 
writers to prominent pro- 
ducers. 


It is a fact that the 
adapted books and short 
stories are insufficient, and 
in most cases unsuitable 
for use; and scores of 
men high in authority in Corporet 
the studios buy these pub- ceive 
lished stories only because 
they cannot get enough 
suitable material written directly for 
the screen. 

Producing companies can use scores 
of new stories immediately, and yet 
they cannot find them. A great di- 
rector recently paid $8000 cash for 
merely an idea that one of his trained 
scenario writers could make into a 
photoplay. 


Producers want stories written by 
anyone so long as they are good ones 
and are written with a knowledge of 
screen technique. 


Most people know life, for they live 
it. Most people also will find that 
they have good basic story ideas, if 
they only stop to think. Many, too, 
are naturally endowed with Creative 
Imagination, that most important qual 
ification for screen writing. 

What most people do not know is 
what they really do know, and seldom 
find out, merely because they do not 
try to do the things they might do suc- 
cessfully 


Is screen writing your ability? Have 
you that essential, natural endowment 
Creative Imagination. Don’t answer 
negatively, even to yourself, until you 
really know. There's a simple way to 
find out about yourself—through the 
famously successful Palmer Creative 
Test 

If you have thought that you could 
change scenes here and there to make 
a picture better, send for this free test. 





royalties on the profits of the 
picture for five years, an initial $1000 
advance having already been paid. 





Advisory Council 


Frederick Palmer, Auther and Educator 


Thos. H. Ince, Preducer 
Allen Ho at, Producer and Director 
E. J. Banks, M.A... Director, Sacred Films, In 
Rob Wagner, Screen Authority 
Rex Ingram, Director and Producer 
4 Gardner Sullivan Scenarist to Th H. Ince 
" 1. L. Frothingham, Producer 


ames R. Quirk, Editor, Photeplay Magazine 


Educational Staff Officers 


Clayton Hamilton, M.A., Director of Education 
Eugene B. Lewis, Editor-in-Chief 
Douglas Z. Doty, Associate Editor 


George Elwood Jenks, Associate Editor 











If you believe that you know life 
and have some ideas that could be 
adapted to the screen, send for this 
free test and learn the truth. 


We tell you frankly what chance 
you have. It is not our purpose to 
encourage anyone who lacks the essen- 
tials of success in writing photoplays. 


Our aim is to develop 
more writers who can sup- 
ply the great demand for 
good photoplays 


The Palmer Creative 
Test, therefore, is solely 
to single out those persons 
who are likely to develop 
into regular producers of 
acceptable scenarios 


Those who enroll find 
this course complete—of 
university calibre—yet re 
quiring only 15 minutes 
daily if they haven't time 


Ethel Styles Middleton for more. 


of Pittsburgh, a new writer trained in 
the Educational Department of this 
Corporation, author of the first 

Mrs. Middleton will re 


When you take this 
course you train yourself 
to write scenarios by writ 
ing them under the direc 
tion of successful photo- 
dramatists of actual studio experience. 


And now that we produce photo- 


plays ourselves, as well as sell to 
others, we offer to new writers for 
their acceptable scenarios a_ royalty 


basis of payment for five years with a 
minimum of $1000 in advance. So 
photoplay writers, now for the first 
time, can share in the profits from their 
plays. Other producers usually pay from 
$500 to $2000 for stcries they select. 


The question is: Are you one of 
those persons who can be trained to 
write—one of those who are naturally 
endowed with Creative Jmagination? 


You cannot know until you've sent 
your answers to the Palmer Creative 
lest 


It's worth while to know. For many 
people now are missing new, brilliant 
careers because they little suspect this 
power in themselves. 


It is worth while to develop Cre- 
ative Imagination evén though you do 
not wish to write photoplays as a voca- 
tion, because this power brings success 
in any line of work, art, or profession. 


So send now for this free test, made 
in the privacy of your home without 
cost or obligation 


We will tell you frankly what your 
answers indicate All correspondence 
is strictly confidential 


According to the way in which you 
answer, we will send you complete in- 
formation about the Palmer Course, or 
idvise you not to take it 


The main thing is to get the Cre- 
ative Test and know if you have ability 
of this kind 


So mail the coupon now 


Palmer Photoplay Corporation, 
Department of Education, Sec. 806 
| Palmer Building, Hollywood, California. 

Please send me, by return mail, your Creative 
Test which I am to fill out and mail back to 
you for analysis. It is understood that this cou- 
pon entitles me to an intimate personal report 
on my ability by your Examining Board, with- 
out the slightest obligation or cost on my part. 
Also send me, free, Carrol B. Dotson’s booklet, 

| How a $10,000 Imagination Was Discovered.” 


| NAME 


| STREET 


“x - ona STATE. . ..cdb oe 
All correspondence strictly confidential. 
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His Majesty’s Adviser 


[Continued from page 28] 


morning to wallop the everlasting soul out 
of me because he’d lost at écarté—ragging 
along all the time about how it was his 
sacred duty as head of the Bolingham 
family to see that I learned not to dis- 
grace it again by getting in through the 
scullery window at nine o’clock of a fine 
August night. I wasn’t more than three 
feet tall with a face no bigger than a 
button, but I couldn’t keep it straight then 
and I can’t keep it straight now when I 
think of that enormous red mug of his 
with all those noble sentiments pouring out 
of it—and the harder he walloped and the 
nobler he gabbled, the more I knew he’d 
lost. I was Satan’s own limb even in 
those days, and he generally managed 
to dig up some excellent and fruity reason 
for improving the witching hours with 
a boot-strap, but it undeniably was one on 
both of us that the night that he lost one 
hundred and thirty-seven golden guineas, 
I'd been in bed in a state of perfect grace 
since early dawn, with a nice bit of fever 
and a simply whopping toothache.” 

“And just what did he do about that?” 
inquired Ledyard grimly. He did not seem 
to be carried away by the humor of the 
situation as the Honorable Tony, whose 
carved dimples had become riotous at 
the memory. 

“Oh, you simply have to credit Noll 
for resource—he trounced the skin off me 
for adding sneaking to my list of iniquities 
You'll have to admit that it was a good 
one on me! I’ve taken jolly good care 
from that day to this that I didn’t let a 
solitary night come around without deserv- 
ing a simply first-rate caning, let me tell 
you!” 

Ledyard made a gesture of fierce dis- 
gust. “Do you mean to tell me that your 
own brother beat you night after night 
and no one lifted a hand to stop him?” 

“Oh, well, come, who do you think was 
going to stop him?” inquired the Honorable 
Tony with indulgent amusement. “After 
all, the noble duke had a fairly good right 
to see that a cheeky brat learned all of 
the sacred traditions of the family from 
the sacred head of the family, hadn’t he? 
Well, rather! All the more to his credit 
that the little jackanapes wasn’t his own 
brother.” 5 

“Wasn't?” echoed Ledyard blankly. 

“Oh, come, come—you don’t mean to 
say that no one’s told you the true history 
of the little black sheep rampant on the 
Bolingham arms? It begins to look as 
though I’d won your kind attentions under 
entirely false pretences, my dear kid. All 
the time that you’ve been thinking me a 
purely blue specimen of the British aris- 
tocracy I’ve been simply a paltry half- 
brother to His Grace the Duke of 
Bolingham. Unlike Noll and Cyril and 
Roddie, I don’t happen to be able to claim 
the Lady Alicia Honoria Fortescue as my 
mother. My mother’s name happened to 
be Biddy O’Rourke, and I'd be willing 
to take an oath that she was prouder of 
that and being able to dance longer on her 
toes than any one else in the London music 
halls, than the minor matter of bearing the 
title of Duchess of Bolingham and having 
forty-two servants call her ‘Your Grace.’” 

“You mean he was married to her?” 

“Rather—rather, my young sleuth!” 

“I didn’t know that dukes married— 
married artists.” Young Ledyard eyed his 
host with suspicion; he had fallen victim 
more than once to the soaring flights of 
that gentleman’s imagination. 

“They don’t; that was exactly what 
furnished all the ripe excitement. He not 
only married her, but he was most fright- 
fully set up about it—fairly swollen with 
pride. Nothing damped them, as far as 
I can learn; society and the court and 
the whole blooming family went off their 
heads with excitement and cut her and in- 
sulted her and disowned her—and she 
laughed in their faces and danced on their 
toes. She thought that the whole thing 
was the most stupendous joke; Bunny 
says that there never were five minutes 
after she came to Gray Court that you 
couldn’t hear her laughing or singing some- 
where about the place—and sometimes 
doing both at once.” 

“Who's Bunny?” 

“Bunny was her maid—afterward she 
was my own private slave until the mag- 
nificent Noll showed her the gates of the 
ancestral home after she’d locked me up 
in her room one night when he was out 
hunting for me with the boot-strap! She 
went off into the most stunning hysterics 
right outside the door and called him a 
bloody roaring monster what ought to have 
his heart cut out for laying a finger on an 
innocent lamb. And when they fished 
the innocent lamb out from under the bed 
and informed him between larrups that his 
Bunny had been hurled into outer dark- 
ness by two footmen and an_under- 
gardener, he let out the last howls of his 
life. He’d reached the mature age of six 
and a half, but he hasn’t lost or found 
anything since worth a single solitary 
how! !” 

[Turn to page 36] 
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Your hair passes 
| freely through 
parallel teeth. 


ETWEEN the V-shaped 
teeth of ordinary 
combs the hair wedges, 
pulls and breaks. Butthe 
rounded parallel teeth 
of Ace Quality Combs 
slip freely and smoothly 
through the heaviest 
hair. 


Ace Quality Combs are en- 
closed in sanitary containers 
—either transparent en- 
velopes or dust-proof boxes. 
They are clean when they 
reach you, and they can be 
kept clean. 


For every member of the fam- 
ily, for every need and taste, 
there isan Ace QualityComb. 


Youwill find an assortment at 
drug and department stores. 


Princess 
HERCULES 
Unbreakable 


Goopvear 1851 


are leading brands of 


MBS 


ForMen and Women 
Manufactured by 


American Hard Rubber Company 
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To get heavy white materials antisep- 
tically clean, actually white and fresh 
smelling, 20 Mule Team Borax is abso- 
lutely necessary in their washing, no 
matter what kind of soap is used. 


20 Mule Team Borax is a solvent anda 
protector of dainty colors and delicate 
fabrics in the washing. It increases the 
cleansing action of any soap and acts as 
a water softener. It prevents colors from 





fading. The safest rule for your laundry 
is that 20 Mule Team Borax should be 
used at all times wherever soap is used. 


_ There are more than a hundred essential 


household uses for 20 Mule Team Borax 
and it is good for everything it touches. 
20 Mule Team Borax is in all clean kit- 
chens. Is it in yours? At all grocers, de- 
partment stores and druggists. Send for 
the Magic Crystal Booklet. 


PACIFIC COAST BORAX COMPANY ° 


100 William Street, New York City 


NATURES GREATEST CLEANSER 
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Our Figures Do Not Lie! | 


A Woman Is Only As Old As The Outdoor Girl and Her Indoor Sister 
Her Complexion | May Have the Same Lithe Slenderness 





If you are fifty—-and your skin is clear and fresh, your facial 
contour firm and youthful—you are young! 

If you are twenty—and your skin is dull and lifeless, the outline 
of your face drooping—you are old! 

For a fading complexion is the very first sign of approaching 
age, and a skin which retains its youthful freshness belies the years 
and makes its owner seem eternally young! 


Every Woman Past Twenty | 


| By Mary Marvin 


stout. She who is really stout usually 
admits it and proceeds sensibly to make 
the best of it; but the woman whose 
plumpness is noticeable without being a 
burden, cannot bear to think of herself as 
“fat” even though the scales tell her that 
she is no longer sylphlike. 


wear corsets? Do you think they 

are better off . without corsets? 

Whichever questiofis asked, there is 
sure to be a chorus of voices answering 
emphatically, Yes! For the number of 
women who insist upon wearing corsets 
is quite equaled by those who refuse to 
wear them. 

What started as a fad for the young 
girl, has spread until many a plump ma- 
tron, who a few years ago considered a 
stout pair of corsets an indispensable part 
of her wardrobe, now slumps along, con- 
fident that by discarding this garment she 
has taken the first step toward a girlish 
figure. 
| On the other hand, when a girl or 
woman is slim, straight, athletic, she is 
sensible to prefer her natural figure to the 
one she might obtain through stiff corseting. 

There was a day when corsets were 
designed to make the figure lock like an 
hour-glass, but these instruments of torture 
have gone and in their place has come the 
modern corset or girdle, cleverly designed 
| to follow, rather than to mold, the figure, 
to give support but never to restrict. There 
are corsets for every type of woman, and 
for every occasion too. Topless corsets, 
boneless corsets, corsets for dancing and for 
bathing—these make it possible for every 
woman at every time to have just the right 
amount of support. 

Even so, there are many young girls 
and women who prefer to be free from 

any bodily restriction. The girl who has 


LD YOU think all women ought to 


=r 


often she puts on her most flatter- 

ing dress, takes a pleased look at her- 

self in her pier glass and decides that 

she is girlish enough to do without corsets. 
Unfortunately, her test is not complete. It 
is one thing to stand, carefully posed, be- 
fore a mirror and another to go hustling 
down the street. Many a woman who has 
abandoned corsets would don them at once 
if she could walk behind herself for a block! 

The trouble is that too many women 
refuse to study their outlines honestly in 
the mirror, refuse to realize that the fad 
of the “natural figure” is not for them. 

What rosy illusion is it that makes a 
robust woman with weighty hips fancy 
herself as a perfect thirty-six, and act ac- 
cordingly? Instead of the dignified figure 
she might be she becomes _ ridiculous, 
particularly when her weakness leads her 
to go without corsets. 

This corset question is, after all, one 
that should not be determined by fad or 
fashion but by common sense. 

Discarding your corsets is not the first 
step toward being perfectly proportioned. 
Diet and exercise come first, and when 
they have done their work, you may more 
safely think of lighter corsets—or of no 
corsets. 

Exercises which will reduce and at the 
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BEAUTIFIER 
| The Clasmic Clay 


Clears the complexion and gives 
it color. 

2. Cleanses and closes enlarged pores. 

3. Removes blackheads and pimples, 
and eliminates excess oiliness 
of the skin. 

. Lifts out the lines. 

. Rebuilds drooping facial tissues. 

. Makes the skin soft and velvety. 


If a woman is only as old as 
her complexion—you are about 


sixteen! ia , ° 
| never worn corsets, who is boyish and well- 


knit of form may ignore all restraints of 


Boncilla Beautifier is a blue I. 
gray clasmic pack of remarkable 
smoothness. It is simply spread 
on the face and allowed to dry; 
no tedious rubbing or massaging 
is necessary. 

The action of Boncilla Beauti- 
fier goes away below the surface 
of the skin. While it is drying, 
you feel a “lifting” sensation, 
which tells you that the pores are 
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English customers may send the coupon, 
with 2/3d, to 
H. C. QUELCH & COMPANY 

4 Ludgate Square London, E. C. 4 

Other Boncilla Prices: 
Boncilla Beautifier, No. 7 tube....... 
Boncilla Cold Cream.... 
Boncilla Vanishing Cream 
Boncilla Face Powder.. 

















when you weigh more 
than one hundred and 
thirty pounds! 

If you have been 
used to a firm support 
for years and suddenly 
withdraw it, there is 
danger of a too sudden 


who is inclined to be 





and figure the _ scientific 
care that creates personal 
loveliness? 

A Little Book of Good 
Looks brings to you the 
secrets of some of the fa- 
mous beauty salons of Fifth 
Avenue, with the safeguard- 
ing approval of one of the 
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being thoroughly cleansed, dull, Try Boncilla in a c , : t " 
lifeless blood cells are being stim- Pp O’Be | figure without running any great chance of same time strengthen the abdomen are 
ulated, sagging facial muscles be- ack ; auty | appearing slovenly or endangering described in the booklet, “A Little 
: ing built up. ot aes aa Ea her health. Many physicians, Book of Good Looks.” 
When Boncilla Beautifier is dry  Boncilla Cold Cream, Boncilla Vanishing however, declare that every But exercise alone is _Ppowerless to 
; ie with et 1 “Y Cream, and Boncilla Face Powder for three woman is better off for the reduce a figure that is too heavy. 
1 will. be phism y the ie Pe to bp Ph ray packs. ro de- support afforded by a wisely It must be accompanied by 
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and clearness of your skin even oF we will send it direct, postpaid, upon chosen pair of corsets. judicious diet. Most 
receipt of the coupon and soc, if your dealer The time to be authorities agree that it 
: after the one treatment P po 5 y } “ee . 
uv ; : cannot supply you immediately. |, careful is when you is inadvisable to rush 
{ Boncilla Beautifier is guaran- If you live in Canada, send this coupon, have been used to to extremes in the 
{| teed to do six definite things for with soc, to | wearing corsets, when . matter of dieting to 
the face or your money will be CANADIAN BONCILLA | y > lo in ed reduce weight. It is 
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i refunded: LABORATORIES | : first nea . O YOU want to give better for the aeneral 
590 King Street, W., Toronto. your frst you o your skin, hair, hands gs 
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health to keep to a 
variety of foods, eating 
less of everything, than 
to concentrate on a few 
non-fattening foods. It 
certainly seems a 
pleasanter idea. 
Usually a woman’s 





physician’s advice. 
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We will send you a trial package of FAB for 4c in stamps. Address Dept. F-L, 199 Fulton St., New York. 
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The secret 
of having 


beautiful hair 


How to keep your hair 
soft and silky, full of life 
and lustre, bright and 
fresh-looking 


(O one can be really attractive, without 
beautiful, well-kept hair. 

Stop and think of all the good looking, 
attractive women you know. You will find 
their hair plays a mighty important part in their 
appearance. 

Beautiful hair is not a matter of luck, it is simply 
a matter of care. 

You, too, can have beautiful hair, if you care for 
it properly . 

In caring for the hair, proper shampooing is the 





most important thing. 

It is the shampooing which brings out all the 
real life and lustre, the natural wave and color, and 
makes your hair soft, fresh and luxuriant. 

While your hair must have frequent and regular 
washing to keep it beautiful, it cannot stand the 
harsh effect of ordinary soaps. The free alkali in 
ordinary soaps soon dries the scalp, makes the hair 
brittle and ruins it. 

That is why discriminating women, everywhere, 
now use Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. _ This 
clear, pure and entirely greaseless product cannot 
possibly injure, and it does not dry the scalp or 
make the hair brittle, no matter how often you 
use it. 


When oily, dry or dull 


If your hair is too oily, or too dry; if it is dull 
and heavy, lifeless, stiff and gummy; if the strands 
cling together, and it feels harsh and disagreeable 
to the touch; or if it is full of dandruff, it is all due 
to improper shampooing. 

You will be delighted to see how easy it is to keep 
your hair looking beautiful, when you use Mulsined 
cocoanut oil shampoo. 

Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified in a cup or 
glass with a little warm water is sufficient to cleanse 
the hair and scalp thoroughly. 

Simply pour the Mulsified evenly over the hair 
and rub it in. It makes an abundance of rich, 


creamy lather, which rinses out quickly and 
easily, removing every particle of dust, dirt, dan- 
druff and excess oil—the chief causes of all hair 
troubles. 

Beautiful, luxuriant hair 


You will notice the difference in your hair even 
before it is dry. It will be soft and silky in the 
water. The strands will fall apart easily, each 
separate hair floating alone and the entire mass, 
even while wet, will feel loose, fluffy, and light to 
the touch. 

After a Mulsified shampoo you will find the hair 
will dry quickly and evenly and have the appearance 
of being much thicker and heavier than it really is. 

If you want to see how beautiful you can make 
your hair look, set a certain day each week for a 
Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This regular 
weekly shampooing will keep the scalp soft and 
healthy, the hair fine and silky, bright, fresh-look- 
ing and fluffy, wavy and easy to manage—and it 
will be noticed and admired by everyone. 

You can get Mulsified at any drug store or toilet 
goods counter, anywhere in the world. A 4-ounce 
bottle should last for months. 


Splendid for Children—Fine for Men 


-  Mulsified 


Cocoanut 
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Oil Shampoo 
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Smull, always smiling, turned to Annan. 
“Can’t we drop you somewhere, old chap?” 

Annan said: “Thanks, no.” And, look- 
ing at Eris with cool curiosity, he took off 
his hat. 

“I’m so glad you're back,” he said. “I 
hope I may see you while you're here. 
Good night.” 

“Good night,” she replied, as though 
slightly confused. Annan bowed pleasantly, 
including them both, and turned to the left 
along the rope. The girl went rather slowly 
away beside Smull, followed by the red-cap 
with her luggage. Outside the station, on 
the ramp above, Annan found his taxi and 
got into it. All the way home he stared 
persistently at the chauffeur’s frowsy head. 
As he entered his house the telephone was 
ringing, and he went to the lower one in 
the butler’s pantry. 

“Barry !” 

“Yes. ”» 

“Are you coming to (Ginner # 
“T had expected to.’ 
“Could you come now?” 

“Where are you?” 

“Why, at home, of course.” 

“Alone?” 

“Alone!” she repeated. “Why, yes, of 
course I am alone. I said seven, but I 
want you now. I can’t wait. Do you 
mind ?” 

“All right,” he said drily. 

Intensely annoyed—and without any 
reason, as he realized—he went out in a 
characteristically masculine frame of mind, 
hailed a disreputable taxi and drove to Jane 
Street. 

Fat Hattie admitted him, simpering her 
welcome. “Yuh flowers done come, Mistuh 
Annan. They’s just grand, suh. Miss Eris 
she’s taking a bath. She says foh you to 
go into the settin’-room, Mistuh Annan.” 
He stood looking around at the plain, 
familiar place, brightened only by his 
flowers. 

Unreasonably glum, he picked up the 
evening paper, unfolded it, stood holding 
it; but his gaze rested on her closed door. 
Then, even as he gazed, it opened and the 
girl herself came out in a soft wool robe 
and slippers, her chestnut hair in lovely 
disorder. 

“Darling!” she said with the breathless 
smile he knew so well. “I just couldn’t 
wait. I was so afraid you were annoyed 
with me—” His kiss made her eager ex- 
planation incoherent; she nestled to him, 
dumb, happy in the physical reunion, wist- 
ful for the spiritual, seeking it in his face 
with questioning gray eyes. 

“Tt mustn’t happen again,” he said. 
“You’re mine, Eris, and people have got 
to understand.” 

“Darling! Of course Iam. But I don’t 
quite see how people are going to under- 
stand—” 

“We'll talk about that this evening.” 

“All right. Darling, I must dress. 
Oh, Barry, I’m so glad—I’m always lonely 
without you, wherever I go!” One long, 
deep embrace—her swift ardour leaving 
him trembling—and before he knew it her 
door had slammed behind her. 


ARLING, do you mind carving that 
chicken? If you don’t want to, 
Hattie can take it to the kitchen—” 

“Watch me,” he boasted, impaling the 
tender, roasted bird and shaving a smoking 
slice from it. 

“Wonderful,” she murmured, clasping 
her snowy fingers; “he knows everything, 
does everything. It places you, darling, like 
a god, under lock and key inside the secret 
shrine of my innermost heart.” 

“I’m a minor deity compared to the 
Great God Work.” 

“Darling, don’t speak that way—even 
in jest—” 

“I want a shrine for myself. 
interfere with the other god—” 

“When I tell you you’re the only man 
in the world—” 

“T want you to engage yourself to me. 
You can take your time about marrying 
me if you're afraid it will spoil your career. 
But I want the world to know we’re en- 
gaged.” 

“Goodness,” she murmured uncertainly, 
“TI didn’t suppose that falling in love was 
so complicated. Darling! I haven’t time 
to—to find out how to get rid of that man, 
now; or do it, either—” 

“Tt will have to be done sooner or later,” 
he insisted. “And that’s that, as you say. 

“You know, sweet, the reasonable goal 
of real love is marriage. Don’t you know 


I won't 


that ?” 
“Y-es. Ultimately it’s the goal. But—” 
“You love me enough to marry me, 
don’t you?” 
“Now ?” 


Ultimately.” 

“T love you enough 
But even if 
would 


“No, not now. 

She said, pitifully : 
to marry you this moment. 
I were free, you wouldn't ask it, 
you, Barry?” 

“T don’t know.” He looked intently at 
her. “It wouldn’t be any use, anyway,” 
he concluded, your work is more to you 
than I am. “isn’t it?” The girl laid her 
face against his shoulder in silence. 

He said: “You’ve starved for your 
work, gone almost in rags, slept in public 
parks—” 
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Eris 


[Continued from page 15] 


“I'd do these for you. I'll give you 
anything, do anything for you, except—” 
“Except give up your work,” he ended. 

“I couldn’t love you if you made me do 
that,” she whispered. 

“If I made you do it? Do you admit 
I could make you give it up?” he demanded 
almost arrogantly. She shrugged slightly: 
then raised her head and looked dumbly 
into his hard eyes. There are dumb 
creatures that let themselves be slain with- 
out resistance; but in their doomed eyes 
is something that the slayer never, never 
can forget. And, as Annan looked at this 
girl, something of his masculine egotism 
and arrogance became troubled. 

He said in a more subdued voice: “After 
you are firmly established in your profes- 
sion, we can think about marriage, can’t 
we?” 

Suddenly she took his head in her arms 
and kissed him passionately, strained him 
to her convulsively. 

“I don’t want you to have a living 
corpse for a wife,” she said tremulously. 
“That’s what I'd be if I stopped work now. 
I'd be a dead, inert, mindless thing. I 
couldn’t love. Let us go on this way. I 
must have my freedom. I'll come to you 
when I’m ready, Barry. There'll come a 
time when I'll have to have you to go on 
at all. I'll not be able to work without 
you. There'll come such a time. Then, 
if I don’t have you, I shall be unable to 
work at all. Work will stop. I know it. 
If only you will understand. . 

It seemed that he did understand. He 
said he did, anyway. But he also wanted 
their engagement to be understood. And 
she promised him to consult his lawyer as 
soon as work permitted and find out what 
could be done to eliminate from her life 
the last traces of Eddie Carter, alias E. 
Stuart Graydon. For Eris never expected 
to lay eyes again upon the nimble Mr. 
Graydon. But it is the unexpected that 
usually happens, particularly if it’s dis- 
agreeable. 

Her first picture—from a _ popular 
novel of the hour called “The Bird of Prey” 
—was finished and ready for cutting, except 
for picking up a mass of ragged ends. 

Smull came every day to take Eris to 
lunch—such frequent consultation being 
both customary and advisable, he informed 
her. As a result the girl was a target for 
gossip and curiosity, sneered at by some, 
leered at by others, but generally fawned 
on because of suspected “pull with the 
main guy.” Courted, flattered, deferred to 
by one and all, she was inexperienced 
enough to believe in such universal friendli- 
ness, innocent enough to entertain no sus- 
picion of these less-fortunates who were 
kind to her, of Albert Smull’s unvarying 
and eager cordiality. The girl was radiantly 
happy, despite misgivings regarding Mr. 
Creevy. 

Smull was fretting about the overhead. 
He had the fimancier’s capacity for detail. 
He prowled about the studio, prying, peep- 
ing, asking misleading questions of em- 
ployes, gradually informing himself. 

He sent word to Eris that his car 
was waiting to take her to luncheon. As 
they went down the steps to the car Smull 
took the girl familiarly by the arm. 

“I want to talk over the next picture 
with you this evening,” he said. “I’m ask- 
ing Frank Donnell to dine with me at my 
rooms. Will you come?” She halted at the 
open door of the car and gave him a 
surprised and happy look. 

“Frank Donnell? I’d love to come. But, 
Mr. Smull, you don’t mean that Mr. Don- 
nell is to direct me!” 

“We'll see,” he smiled. 

“But—Betsy! I couldn’t do that to 
her!” Or to anybody, she might have 
added. But the mere thought of Frank 
Donnell brought pleasure and gratitude. As 
he got in after her a pallid, shabby man 
across the street watched her intently. He 
seemed interested in Smull, too, and in the 
shining car, and even in the license num- 
ber. And he stood looking after it as 
long as it remained in sight. 

That afternoon Eris sat idle in her 
dressing-room, reading, or wandered about 
among electric cables and lumber and sets 
while Mr. Creevy tried to fill in and sup- 
plement poor directorship with little fiddl- 
ing retakes. Emil Shunk, the cameraman, 
slightly drunk, had turned very sulky. 
Most of the afternoon was wasted in 
futile altercation with Creevy, until the 
latter, exasperated, dismissed everybody. 

The taxi allotted to Eris took her back 
tired, disgusted, and a little nervous. 

In her own apartment, bathed and 
now at her ease in a cool morning wrap, 
she sipped the tea that Hattie brought and 
then stretched out on the sofa, thankful to 
rest body and mind. For a wonder, Jane 
Street was quiet that hot afternoon. She 
remembered that she was to call Annan 
when she got home. Somehow she didn’t 
feel like it. Lying there, her hands clasped 
under her chestnut curls, gray eyes widely 
remote, the idle thoughts went drifting 
through her mind, undirected, unchecked. 





And then, unbidden, into her mind’s vague 
picture stepped a trim, graceful, polite 
young man with agreeable voice and long, 
clever fingers always stained with nicotine 
or acid— 

The girl sat up abruptly; cleared her 
eyes of tangled curls with a sudden sweep 
of her slim hand as though to brush away 
the vision. As she looked over her left 
shoulder at the mantel clock her telephone 
rang. She sprang up, suddenly aware that 
she had but a few minutes to dress and 
go to meet Frank Donnell at the apartment 
of Albert Smull. It was Annan on the 
wire. 

“Hello, dearest,” she said. 

“I thought you were to call me when 
you got home,” he said in a dismal voice. 

“And are you dining at my place, or 
out, or shall I come—” 

“Darling! I’m sorry.” 

“You haven’t made an engagement, have 
you?” 

“But I have, dear.” 

“Where?” he asked impatiently. 
none of his business. But she said: 

“Mr. Smull asked me to dine with him 
and Frank Donnell. Are you going to be 
lonely, dear?” 

“Where are you dining?” he demanded. 

She did not resent it. “In Mr. Smull’s 
apartment.” 

“Do you think that’s the thing to do?” 
he asked sharply. 

“Darling! Isn’t it?” 

“Are you accustomed to dine with mar- 
ried men in apartments which they main- 
tain outside their homes?” 

“Barry dear,” she said, “it is merely a 
business matter. He asked me to meet 
Frank there and discuss my next picture. 
I can’t understand why you seem offended.” 

“Do you think it’s agreeable for me to 
expect an evening with you, and suddenly 
discover that you have arranged to pass it 
with Albert Smull ?” 

“I'm sorry. I can’t very well help Bee" 

“It’s doing queer things to me,” he 
said, “—this love business. I don’t mean 
to be selfish—” 

“I want you to be. Be a perfect pig if 
you like, darling. Bully me, threaten, 
monopolize me. Oh, my dear, my dear, 
give me my allotted time to work, learn, 
and make good; and then I promise—I 
promise you all that is within me to give— 
mind and soul, Barry—utter devotion, 
gratitude unmeasured.” 

She was late—nearly three-quarters of 
an hour late, when she arrived at Albert 
Smull’s apartment on Park Avenue. 

A man servant directed her to a rear 
room fitted amazingly like the boudoirs she 
had read about. It was a charming place 
hung with a sort of silvery-rose silk. 

But Eris spent only a moment at the 
mirror, and, the next, she was shaking 
hands with Albert Smull in a delightful 
lounging-room. 

“I’m sorry to be late,” she said with 
sriiling concern, “but I’m so relieved to find 
that Mr. Donnell hasn’t yet arrived.” 

“We won't wait dinner for him any- 
way,” said Smull with near and eager smile. 
“He'll have to take his chances. Eris, I 
say, you’re stunning in that gown!” 

“Oh, do you like it?” she said politely. 
A grave-faced servant brought three cock- 
tails. 

“Come, now, Eris, it’s time you learned,” 
he insisted. “Be a good fellow and you 
won’t be sorry.” 

To be rid of his insistence she touched 
her lips to her glass, set it back on the tray, 
and wiped her lips when he wasn’t looking. 
The grave servant opened two folding glass 
doors: Smull gave his arm to Eris. 

Everything in the dining-room was suf- 
fused in a glow merciful to age and ex- 
quisitely transfiguring mortal youth into 
angelic immortality. The sheer beauty of 
the flowers, of the silver and glass; the 
white walls, the antique splendor of mir- 
ror and painting entranced the girl. Fault- 
lessly chosen, perfectly served, the dinner 
progressed gaily, and without the visible 
embarrassment of Eris, who, however, was 
conscious of a vague uneasiness, and who 
wondered why Frank Donnell did not 
arrive. 

Politely, too, she awaited Smull’s in- 
troduction of the subject matter to be dis- 
cussed—the reason, in fact, and the excuse 
for her presence at this man’s table. 

But Smull talked of other matters— 
trivial matters, such as her personal beauty ; 
the personal success she might make over 
sentimental men if she chose. 

She wondered why Frank didn’t arrive. 
Coffee was now to be served in the lounge, 
which was part library, part living-room 

Eris understood she was to rise: Smull 
joined her with his familiar arm taking 
possession of hers. His large, hot hand 
made her a little uncomfortable, and she 
was glad to free her bare arm and retire 
with her coffee to a solitary arm-chair. The 
grave-faced servant seemed to know what 
to bring to Mr. Smull in addition to the 
frozen mint offered to Eris—and smilingly 
declined. 


It was 
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After the grave one had retired with the 
empty coffee cups and had closed the fold- 
ing glass doors, Eris looked inquiringly at 
Mr. Smull, awaiting the broaching of what 
most closely concerned her. But Smull 
half draining his frosted glass, assumed a 
familiarity almost boisterous. 

“See here, Eris, you’re not going to get 
on unless you're a good fellow.’ 

“If you mean cocktails and champagne,” 
she said, laughing, “I can’t help not liking 
them, can I? I’m wondering why Frank 
—- doesn’t come. Have you any idea, 

att 

She looked up as she ‘spoke, 
silent. Smull’s fixed smile had become a 
fixed grin. Out of a red, puffy face two 
darkish little eyes rested on her with dis- 
concerting intentness. 

“Look here, Eris, we don’t need Frank 
Donnell. It’s up to me, after all. Isn't 
it?” Her lips unclosed, a trifle stiffly. 

“Well?” she inquired. “Have you 
chosen to discuss matters with me alone?” 

“You bet. That’s right, Eris.” 

He hunched his chair nearer to hers. 


and fell 


“Look here, Eris; you can have pretty 
nearly what you want out of me. You 
want your own company for keeps? O.K ! 


You want to pick your director and your 


cameraman? That’s O.K. You want 
Frank Donnell? Sure!” 

“But Betsy—” 

“Don’t worry. I pay his salary. I pay 
hers, too. If you want Frank—” 


“No, I don’t. I wouldn’t do such.” 

He hunched his chair closer. “And say, 
sweetness, are you satisfied with your con 
tract ?” 

“Yes.” 

“You mean you don’t want a raise?” 

She said, rather bewildered: “I have 
signed for three years—” 

“Blaa! What’s a contract.” 

“But—” 

“You have what you want—anything 
you want. You fix it up, and I’ll O. K. it. 
Is that right, sweetheart ?” 

The girl looked at him in a dazed way. 
He left his seat, came over, seated himself 
on the arm of her chair. As she rose his 
arm brushed her bare shoulder. 

“See here, Eris,” he said thickly, “I’m 
crazy about you.” 

A slight chill possessed her, but she was 
calm enough. She said: “I’d rather not 
understand you, Mr. Smull.” 

The grin never altered: “Why not?” 

“For one thing, if you honestly cared 
for me you wouldn’t have brought me here 
aione to say so, For another,”—she looked 
at him curiously, “—you are married, 
aren’t you?” 

“Is that going to matter when a man’s 
crazy about you—crazy enough to tell you 
to hand yourself whatever you fancy? Do 
you get me right? You can have what- 
ever— 

“{ don’t want anything,” 
wearily, moving toward the door. 

He made the mistake of laying hands 
on her—hot, red, puffy hands; and she 
struck him across his fixed grin with all 
her strength. A streak of bright blood 
divided his chin, running down from his 
mouth, dripping faster and faster to the 
rug. He got out his handkerchief, 
staunched the flow, spoke while the hand- 
kerchief grew sopping red: 

“That’s all right, sweetness. Sorry I 
was premature. You take your time about 
it—take all the time you need. Then give 
me my answer.” 


she said 


“Tl give it to you now,” she said 
unsteadily. 
“I don’t want it now, Eris—” She 


smiled. “You've already had part of it. 
The rest is this: I’m engaged—or practi- 
cally so—to a man I’m going to marry some 
day. And, as .o what you’ve said and done 
this evening, I’m not very much shocked. 
They said you were that kind. You look it. 
I’m not angry, either. The whole affair 
is so petty. And you don’t seem to know 
any better. I think,” she added, “that I’m 
more bored than annoyed. Good night, 
Mr. Smull.” 

“Eris! 
marry me?” 

“No,” she said contemptuously. 
that’s that * 

To the man at the hall door she said: 
“Please call a taxi for Miss Odell,” and 
passed on to the silver-rose boudoir. 

“Oh, dear,” she thought to herself, “such 
cheap, such petty wickedness! If I’m out 
of a job it will complete the burlesque.” 

At the hall door the servant had van- 
ished, and Smull stood waiting. “I’m sorry, 
Eris,” he said. 

“I’m sorry, too. You won’t want me 
for another picture, I suppose.” 

“Good God, Eris, I didn’t realize I 
loved you seriously. I’m half crazed by 
this. I—I don’t know what to do—” 

“Then let me suggest that you talk it 
over with your wife,” she said. “That 
ought to be a household remedy for you, 
Mr. Smull.” She passed him, st@pped to 
the lift, rang, turned and laughed at him 
with all the insolence of virgin intolerance. 

“IT don’t get you,” he said in a distinct 
voice, “but you’ve played me for a sucker. 
You’re out! Run to your attorney with 
your contract! Damn you!” 

[Turn to page 82) 
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“Why didn’t your mother and father 
stop them?” demanded Ledyard, looking 
stern and sick and still faintly incredulous. 

“Because the only active interference 
they were capable of at the time would 
have been with a Ouija board,” explained 
the Honorable Tony affably. “Exit Biddy, 
Duchess of Bolingham, laughing, on the 
day that young Anthony Christopher 
Stoningham Calvert makes his first bow 
to a ravished family. I'll wager that be- 
fore she slipped off she realized that it was 
Ws a good one on all of us, too!” 
~—- —— “Well, but what happened to your 
father?” ; 

“Oh, the Black Duke, as he was im- 
politely referred to, hadn’t extracted any 
amusement from life before he discovered 
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or ever died. And she was such a lovely 

little lunatic herself that we get on 








ae) . 
cae SD iach Pa eS SYS * 


Say “ Vantine’s”’ at Drug 


a NE 











i! 
a . ’ : ° | 
famously We know what a joke it all + allay ag rye. 
} | is, don’t we, Biddy? God be praised, we Departmentsthat feature 
- | even know when it’s on us. There now, the newest in Oriental 
a back you go, mavourneen, while Mr. Billee | Scents; or, if unobtain- 
ar : . } able of your dealer, send 
i Ledyar’ and | start out hunting for an- | us his name andthe price. 

THE MENNEN COMPANY | other lady. Bill, take a look across the 





Lem Se EE 


kampong at the sun while I hurt up my 
helmet—if it’s lower than Bhakdi’s roof 


you'd better be off. It goes down like a 
rocket in these parts, once it gets started.” | 
Young Ledyard flung open the great | 


wooden door that had barred out the heat, 


and a little breeze came dancing in, barely F >5 

stirring the strange, glossy leaves that The Buddha of Perfume: 
(Turn to page 38] 71 Fifth Avenue, New York 

ead 


341 Central Ave., Newark, N. J 
‘ 


I enclose 25c (Canada 35c). Please send me 
Aunt Belle’s Baby Book postpaid in plain wrapper 





Name 


Address 











2 
i 
‘ 





1923 





~ a 


‘v 


ey Co ee YY 


ME 


‘J 


nes 














ee 


SCR ANP ER Nene fre Ss 


seeing 


M° CALL'S Magazine for JUNE. 1923 





What ten million motor cars have taught 


women about their skin 


The method they have learned 
to depend on 


Two unbroken lines of cars wind along the 
popular motor roads. Everyone is motoring— 
week-ending at the beach, or the country club, 
or just driving for the pleasure of it. Fine dust 
settles in their skin and the wind brings a 
dry tightness. 


Yet many women’s complexions are younger 
and lovelier than ever before! 


The severe exposure of motoring has taught 
them how important it is to find the right way 
to care for their skin. No woman can be satis- 
fied until she has found a method that keeps 
her skin beautiful and supple in spite of all 
exposure. 


Today millions of women have found a 
method that agrees in every way with their 
skin—so wonderful in results that in all the 
world it is used more than any other—Pond’s 
Two Creams. Together they impart a marvel- 
ous freshness and leave your skin softer, more 
supple than you could have dreamed. They 
give just that finishing touch of loveliness you 
have always wanted and never before have 
really known. 





Today millions insist on 
this kind of cleansing 


A fine light cleansing that never leaves your 
face heavy with cream—gives just the beau- 
tiful suppleness you want and then wipes 
entirely off! This is why millions of women 
prefer to cleanse with Pond’s Cold Cream. So 
exquisitely soft and supple and young does it 
keep women’s skin that the number who use 
it actually doubles every two years! 


Their enthusiasm is told in hundreds of 
letters like this one: 

“Pond’s Cold Cream takes out the dirt that clogs the 
pores. Also by gentle massaging with the cold cream I 
find there is no place for wrinkles to come in my face. 
I have been a constant user of both Pond’s Cold Cream 
and Pond’s Vanishing Cream for over ten years. 
Although I am thirty years old my face looks twenty 
and I think I owe it to the use of 
Pond’s Two Creams.” 


For that finishing touch— 
this other cream is the 
most wanted in the world 


So unfailingly does the other 
cream, Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream, protect from every kind 
of exposure, so perfectly does it 
add just that touch of finish- 
ing freshness, that it is more 
sought than any other in the 


Phote by 
Alfred Cheney Johnston 






world! The women of the United States alone 
use several millions of jars and tubes every 
year! A wonderful softening ingredient it 
contains relaxes your face, smooths out the 
fine lines of tiredness. And women tell us, too, 
that it holds the powder better than any 
other preparation they have tried. 
One woman writes: 


“Tt has been just three months since I started to use 
your Vanishing Cream and I want to say I have at last 
found the way to give my face a clear and refreshing 
appearance. Your cream agrees with my skin perfectly 
and my friends are all telling me how wonderful my skin 
looks.” 


TRY THIS FAMOUS METHOD 
See the improvement in your skin in one day 


Do this tonight. With the finger tips apply 
Pond’s Cold Cream freely. The very fine oil 
in it penetrates every pore of your skin. Let 
it stay a minute—now wipe it off with a soft 
cloth. The black on the cloth shows you how 
carefully this cream cleanses. Your skin looks 
fresh and is beautifully supple. 

Then, in the morning, smooth on Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream lightly over your whole face. 
If you wish, rouge—powder. How smooth and 
velvety your face feels to your hand! How 
new and charming the reflection in your 
mirror! The powder is even, not in patches, 
because it clings evenly to the delicate film 
of cream. The appearance of your skin for the 
whole day will prove to you how wonderful 
for your skin these two creams are. 

Always after a motor or railroad trip, 
cleanse with Pond’s Cold Cream and then 
finish with the Vanishing Cream and powder. 
No matter how often you motor or how 
vigorously you indulge in outdoor sports, you 
can keep your complexion charmingly fresh 
and delightfully supple with this method. 

Florence Nash, the very popular star in 
“Merton of the Movies” says: 

“T like Pond’s Cold Cream because it leaves my face 
feeling so refreshed—not heavy and oily. And Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream really keeps my skin 
wonderfully smooth and fresh all day. 
It keeps the powder on beautifully.” 

To see how these two creams 
will actually improve your skin 
use this method regularly. Be- 
gin now by buying a jar or 
tube of each cream. 

You will get them in any 
drug store or department 
store. Neither can possibly clog 
the pores or cause the growth 
of hair. The Pond’s Extract 
Company, New York. 


Beautiful Betty Blythe says: “Pond’s Cold 
Cream relaxes my skin when I am tired after 
a difficult performance and makes me feel fresh 
and rested again. It takes all the dust from the 
pores and keeps the skin clear,smooth and young. 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream is so freshening and 
fragrant that I always enjoy using it to prevent 
any damage from the weather.” 


removes coarsening dirt—restores suppleness 


defies exposure—finishes and holds the powder 


























“Photo by Victor Georg 
Read what Florence Nash thinks of Pond’s Two Creams 





Exposure starts these troubles or makes 
them worse. This famous method 
shows you how to avoid them 


burn, Windburn, Chapping 





The daily repetition of weather damage does more to age your skin than 
any other single factor. But the process is so gradual that except on specially 
.evere occasions you do not notice it until your skin has definitely coarsened. 
Do not let this happen. For the insidious every day exposure use the same 
method that saves your skin from the excessive damage of a long motor ride 
or a day on the beach. Keep your skin regularly clean and soft and properly 
oiled by a nightly cleansing with Pond’s Cold Cream. Then always in the 
morning, smooth on Pond’s Vanishing Cream. It forms a delicate but sure 
protection against any weather conditions and every trying change in 
temperature. This method will keep your skin smooth and young years 
longer than would otherwise be possible. 


Premature Wrinkles, Scaling, Peeling 


These are especially the troubles of a dry skin. To avoid them you must 
be especially careful to protect yourself from all exposure and keep your 
skin soft day and night. Cleanse with plenty of Pond’s Cold Cream nightly 
and leave some on over night. This will give your skin the oil it needs so 
badly and keep it from scaling and peeling. Then it will not develop little 
lines that grow into wrinkles. 

But do not let the exposure of the day undo the results of this nightly 
oiling. Every morning smooth on Pond’s Vanishing Cream liberally. It con- 
tains a wonderful daytime softening ingredient and prevents your skin from 
drying out again. Always carry a tube of this cream with you on motor trips 4 


or outings of any kind to counteract their drying, aging influence. # 
4 
i ing Shi 4 
That Distressing Shine ; 
Sometimes shine is due to a dry, tight skin, and motoring or 4 

even the slightest daily exposure aggravates the condition. 4 

You must apply an extra amount of Pond’s Cold Cream 

at night after the cleansing and let it stay on. See how 4 The Pond’s 


gladly your skin will absorb the fine light oil of this cream, 
how it will soften and relax and the shine disappear. Put 


on the Vanishing Cream in the morning to keep this Ps a ee St., 
leness through the day and be sure to carry : 
ie with / Ten cents (10c) is 


it with you and use it frequently on any occasion 
of unusual exposure. 








Extract Co., 


7 enclosed for your special 
introductory tubes of the 
two creams every normal skin 





/ needs—enough of each cream for 
7 two weeks’ ordinary toilet uses. 
4 
/ 
7 Name . ft 
4 
© WM ease ckise 
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GENEROUS TUBES—MAIL COUPON WITH 10c TODAY 
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His Majesty’s Adviser 


[Continued from page 36) 


clustered about the ladderlike steps. Behind 
the black shadow of the sultan’s residence 
there were livid streaks; the world was 
silent and alien as a dream. He shivered 
and stepped back into the room. 

“The sun’s set,” he said. “There’s 
someone coming across from that shack 
you call a palace.” 

The Honorable Tony strolled leisurely 
out of his bedroom 

“Ghundi!” he commented after a brief 
inspection. “The incomparable Ghundi.” 

“Who the devil's Ghundi?” 

“He’s my head boy, William, and the 
delight of my soul; the only honest man 
I ever knew, saving your presence. I've 
taught him English, and he’s taught me 
considerably more than that—oh, consider- 
ably. What tidings, Ghundi?” The 
bronze statue saluted with a grave and 
beautiful precision 

“Master, the Great One says that the 
white woman stays. Let your friend re- 
turn down the waters without her.” The 
Honorable Tony lifted his brows. 

“Stays with the Great One, Ghundi?” 

“With the Great One, Master.’ The 
Honorable Tony glanced pensively at the 



















i dark bulk of the palace. ‘ey 4 

1} “So much for that!” he murmured ; i og 

| gently. “Bear my compliments to the | () 

: Great One, Ghundi. Is all in readiness at 
the beach ?” ee (y nyone 

; “The raft waits, Master. Go swiftly, Bw: a, 

: or your friend will stumble in the night.” : = 

: “Excellent advice! Latch the door after can make per- 

: you, and on your way, William; I'll come fect jam or jelly 
as far as the beach. No, this way. The with CERTO. Use 
air feels cool as water, doesn’t it? Smell - y oo x 
that breeze; it’s straight down from the any fresh fruits, 

jungle.” canned fruit or 

“It smells of poison,” cried young bottled fruit juice. 

; Ledyard fiercely. “The whole place is 

rank with it—it’s crawling ! Calvert—Cal- Makes One-Half 
vert, come back with me. I swear Tl 
never let you regret it; I swear—” More Than Old 

“And here we are. Gad, we're just in a 

time if you want to tell the raft from Method 
the river. In you go, my lad, and off you Only one minute’s 
go. Lord love you for coming!” boilingrequired. Saves 





“Calvert, I won’t—I’m not going.” 

The Honorable Tony laid his hands 
lightly and strongly on the boy’s shoulders, 
pushing him relentlesslWtoward the water. 

“My dearest kid, don’t’ be an ass. If 


all the flavor and color 
of ripe fruit. No juice 
is boiled away—cost 
with CERTO is less per 





i ea. a you stayed one minute longer, you’d ruin jar 
Yz ° the best memory of my life. I mean it 7. 

f ' If Ou Could See into Off with you.” Pure Fruit 

; i ‘ He stood with one arm flung up in a 
1} the Future / reassuring gesture of farewell until the Product 

bamboo raft with its sandy-haired occu- - ‘ ‘ 

i : ’ pant vanished around the dim curve of & Contains no gelatine nor 
, F you could see—in advance—how the ma- | the river. The night was falling with the a preservative. Simply the 
if terials you buy, how the garments you select, velvet precipitation of the tropics. Even “jell” property of fruit 
3 , ESTES. : ites i while he stood its dark mantle was about A . ; 
| a are going roar ae ye a vast help to hin: ew gurfeme stile Seem ie debi, concentrated. 

; ; ‘ you, Wouldn't it? ou could use your money troubling and exquisite, and one by one its . 

i | so much more wisely! jewels shone out—the small ruddy fires of Fill Your Shelves 
| ; the kampang, an occasional lantern swing- This Year 

i [here is one way to be certain that garments will ing hurriedly by and, square by square, the E body lik . 

a ok . iste yi is i ke Sultan’s resi , 1 or 
by | wear well, that a fabric will seep its beauty, and — —_ > es hg eg i oO saps Wy 

i : , , ’ flashed, aggressive as a_ challenge. He jelly. Have a lot of it 
i mc that way is to look-—on the selvage of the ma- lowered his arm somewhat abruptly. Very e available 

P| ee | terial—in the label of the made-up garment—for gay tonight, the Sultan’s residence; gayer oe 

: , : S than was its wont—gay as for some high : 


Get Your 
Recipe Book 
Free copy with every 
bottle. Insist on getting 
a copy, and follow each 

recipe carefully. 


the name Lingette. festivity. The imperial Bhakdi was not 
greatly given to such prodigal display of oil 
and tallow; his mentor eyed the illumina- 


ts] 
tion critically, and then, with the old in- 
different shrug, swung leisurely off through 
the blackness, toward the shadow deeper 
than the surrounding shadows that was 


: : , F home. He ran lightly up the crazy steps, 

Lae ct ’ i Everybody thinks its silk felt for the Ben meat drew back his 

: i hand as sharply as though he had touched 

a hot coal. He had touched something more 

startling than any coal; the groping fingers 

E : d ; é had closed on emptiness. The latched door 
ideal for making lingerie, princess slips, petticoats, was open. 

“Ghundi!” His voice cut sharpiy into 
for little girls’ smocks and little } Vaal A the dark space that a few minutes before 
g smocks and little boys wash suits; | had been a room, green-cushioned, white- 
for scores of other uses, too! matted, commonplace and serene. “Ghundi!” 

Silence—haunted and ominous. The 
Honorable Tony leaned against the door- 
frame and addressed the shadows. 

“Of course, this is most frightfully 
jolly! I hope you’ve made yourself quite 
b7 gette label. at home?” 

i We shall be glad to cond peu the names Silence. The Honorable Tony did not 
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CERTO is sold by grocers 
or will be sent postpaid 
with Recipe Book for 
35 cents. 





' is that fairy-like texture which looks like silk 
H j and wears and washes like cotton. It is most 


Pectin Sales Co., Inc. 
428 East Avenue, Rochester, N. Y. 
In Canada, send 40c for trial 
bottle with recipe book to 


Douglas Packing Co., Ltd., 
Cobourg, Ont., Can. 





bloomers, negligees, men’s shirts and pajamas; 





\ fabric is mot Lingette unless it has the name 






“[ingette’’on the selvage. No garment isa 





LS) Lingette garment unless it has the Lin- 





of sores near you that soll Lingett move, but he raised his voice. 

7 . y ' . “Mrs. Potts! I say, I hope veu’ve 
made yourself quite at home?” From the 
hushed depths came a small, frantic com- 
motion 

“Ah, be qui-yet!” |The desperate 
whisper came toward him in a rush. “Be 
qui-yet, I do implore!” 

“Oh, my dear girl, come now! Just 
precisely what in the devil are you doing 
here instead of on Ledyard’s boat?” 

“Meestaire Honable Tonee, on my knees 
I pray to you, be more qui-yet! Lissen, 
lissen, come more close. Do not let them 
see—do not, do not let them hear. Ah— 
ah—more sof’, more still! So!” 

Out of the blackness the suppliant 
whisper drew him, like a_ tautened 
thread. He stumbled over something small 
and yielding—swore and laughed in the 
same quick breath, and felt two fluttering 

[Turn to page 40] 
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Sell and 


repent® FRED ButTerFieLp & Co., /nc., 


Reg. U.S. —_ 4 . 262 } . TVvVc 
Pes. Off Dept. K, 361-363 Broadway, N.Y.C 


Crushed Strawberry Jam 

For this jam it is necessary 
that each berry be broken up 
Therefore, crush about 2 quarts 
ripe berries in separate portions, 
so that each berry is mashed 
This allows fruit to quickly ab- 
sorb the sugar during the short 
boil Measure 4 level cups (2 
Ibs.) crushed berries into large 
kettle, add 7 level cups (3 Ibs.) 
sugar and mix well. Use hottest 
fire and stir constantly before 
and while boiling. Boil hard 
for one full minute, remove from 
fire and stir in % bottle (scant 
1% cup) Certo From time jam 
is taken off fire allow to stand 
not over 5 minutes, by the clock, 
before pouring In the mean 
time skim, and stir occasionally 
to cool alightiy Pour quickly. 
If in open glasses paraffin at once. 
If in jars seal at once and invert 
for 10 minutes to sterlize tops. 
Use same recipe for Raspberry, 
Blackberry or Loganberry. jam 

Re sure te try the “Pineapple and 
Strawberry Jam™ Recipe, page 6 of 
recipe book. 
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Today 


More Smiles Today 


More pretty teeth—due to combating film 


Have you noted how many people 
nowadays are showing pretty teeth? 
And that most pictures now show 
an open smile? 

No one who watches need be told 
that a new dental era has begun. 
Millions of people, nearly all the 
world over, are now fighting film on 
teeth. 


Why teeth are dingy 


Up to five years ago, most people’s 
teeth were clouded by a film. 

Film is that viscous coat you feel. 
It clings to teeth, enters crevices and 
stays. Food stains, etc., will discolor 
film. Then, unless removed, you will 
note dingy coats. Tartar is based on 
film. 

Film also holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acid. It 
holds the acid in contact 


Now this is changed 


Dental science has now met this 
situation. After years of research, 
two effective film combatants have 
been found. One acts to curdle film. 
One acts to remove it in a gentle way, 
without harming the enamel. 

A new-type tooth paste has been 
created, called Pepsodent. These 
two film combatants are embodied in 
it. Now dental authorities the world 
over endorse it. And leading dentists 
everywhere are advising its daily use. 


Two other new effects 


Dental research has revealed two 
other great essentials, and Pepsodent 
meets both. 

It multiplies the starch digestant 
in the saliva. That is there to digest 
starch deposits which 





with the teeth to cause 
decay. Millions of germs 


tartar, are the chief cause 
of pyorrhea. 


Thus most tooth | harsh sit. 





Avoid Harmful Grit 


Pepsodent curdles the film 

; ; ; and removes it without 
breed in it. They, with cee rat thn ead 
ing agent is far softer than 
enamel. Never use a film 
combatant which contains 


may otherwise cling and 
form acids. 

It multiplies the alka- 
linity of the saliva. That 
is Nature’s neutralizer 
for the acids which 








troubles are now traced 

to film. Old ways of brushing did 
not effectively combat it. So, de- 
spite all care, most people’s teeth 
were coated more or less. And 
tooth troubles were constantly in- 
creasing. 


cause decay. 
Old-time tooth pastes, based on soap 
and chalk, had just the opposite effects. 
The new way—Pepsodent—with 
every application, multiplies Nature’s 
great tooth-protecting forces in the 
mouth. 


Péepsaodéent 


REG.Y.S. 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant, which whitens, cleans and protects the teeth with- 
Now advised by leading dentists the world over. 


A Delightful 
Ten-Day Test 


Millions have _ learned 
what Pepsodent does by this 
pleasant ten-day test. 


Send the coupon for a 10- 
Day Tube. Note how clean 
the teeth feel after using. 
Mark the absence of the 
viscous film. See how teeth 
whiten as the film-coats dis- 
appear. 


Then you will know, be- 
yond all question, what is 
best for you and yours. 





First eyes—then teeth 


A great writer says that 
the first beauty item is the 
eyes, the next the teeth. 
Pepsodent has brought new 
tooth beauty to millions of 
men and women. 


But it does far more. It 
is fighting the great teeth 
enemies as they never were 
fought before. To careful 
people the world over it is 
bringing new tooth protec- 
tion. 


Learn what this method 
does. Make this ten-day 
test. Read, in the book we 
send, the reasons for each 
new effect. Then you will 
be convinced that all in your 
home, every day, should 
brush teeth in this modern 
way. 


This is too important to 
forget. Cut out the coupon 
now. 





10-Day Tube Free ‘” 








THE PEPSODENT COMPANY 


Dept. 965, 1104 So. Wabash Ave., Chicago, 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 


Only one tube to a family 
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The Treatment Your Skin Needs 


OMEN everywhere have reached a realization 

of the importance of an attractive skin. The 
next step is the necessary treatment that insures a 
good skin. 


Your skin is bound to respond to proper treatment 
with Daggett & Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold Cream. It 
is a tonic and a cleanser, and if you use it every day 
your complexion will benefit by the treatment. 
Apply it liberally and rub in with the tips of the 
fingers. Wipe it off after each application as the 
idea is to clean your skin. You will be surprised at 
the amount of dirt removed this way. Make it a 
point to give your skin a daily cleansing. Use 
Daggett & Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold Cream to pro- 
tect your face from wind and sun. 


Ask for it at any drug or department store. In Tubes, 
10c, 25c and 50c. In Jars, 35c, 50c, 85c¢ and $1.50. 


A FREE TRIAL—Write for a free tube of this perfect skin cleanser and com 
plexion beautifier. Daggett & Ramsdell, Dept. 1337, D. & R. Building, New York 


DAGGETT&RAMSDELLS 


PERFECT COLD CREAM 
“The Kind That Keeps” 
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Natures 
Spotlight 
Fails 
LOvelhy@ aXye 
GrayHair 
when tinted 
with 


BROWNATONE | 


ne 


‘THE sunlight is pitiless in its revealment of physical 
flaws. Faded, streaked, gray or bleached hair fairly 
shouts when Nature’s great spot light is turned on. 


Brownatoned hair withstands the 
crucial test of sunlight. Even 
though the strongest light shines 
directly on, or 
through your 
hair, if ithas been 
carefully tinted 
with Brownatone, there will be Sold by all dealers in the United 
no betrayal. Brownatone tints in- States and Canada—50c and 
stantly, to natural colors. Easyto $1.50. A trial bottle will be 
apply, no mixing, no fuss or muss. senton receipt of 10c. Why suffer 
Guaranteed harmlesstohair,scalp gray hair when Brownatone will re- 
of skin. Unlike many so-called store your look of youth instantly. 


‘‘restorers,’’ Brownatone perme- 
ates the hair without hardening or 
injuring. Thousands ot users 


BROWNATONE everywhere  tes- 


tify to its relia- 
Tints Gray Halr Any Shade bility and catie- 


factory results. 


The Kenton Pharmacal Company 


3% Coppin Bidg., Covington, Ky. Canada Address, Windsor, Ont. 


NaTone Lemonated Shampoo—natures hair wash, cleanses and 
beautifies. At dealers or direct 50c. 
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[Continued from page 38) 


hands clutch at him, closing over his wrist 
in soft and frantic protest. 

“No, no, do not laff—hush, do not laff, 
I say.” 

“Well, but what in hell?” inquired the 
Hororable Tony, softly enough to satisfy 
even his exigent audience. “No, I say, 
drop it, there’s a good little lunatic! I’m 
after the matches; they’re on this table— 
Here we are!” 

For one brief second, in the flare of 
the match, she stood out sharply as an 
etching, her eyes two black pools of panic 
in the white terror of her face. Then, 
with a gasp, she bent her head to the flame, 
and darkness held them once more. 

“Honable Tonee—lissen—eef one of 
those matches they should see, we die!” 

“Oh, we do, do we? Well, death will 
be a blessed relief for one of us and a just 
retribution for the other. Why hasn’t 
someone killed you for using that simply 
frightful stuff long before this, Daisy?” 

“What stuff ees that? Ah, ah, Hon- 
able Tonee, I am a-frighten to die; I am 
a-frighten !” 

“But after all, even death doesn’t seem 
quite to expiate the crime! Do you bathe 
it it?” 

“But in what? Lissen, I tell you—” 

“Lissen yourself, my child; it’s 1 who 
am going to tell you. Daisy, little girls 
have been boiled in oil for less than using 
one drop of the noxious fluid in which you 
are drowning.” 

“No, I do not onnerstan’—no, but 
lissen, I beg, I pray. You mus’ hide me, 
Honable Tonee, you mus’ hide me far away 
before he come to keel us both.” 

“Hide you?” The Honorable Tony 
yielded to unregenerate mirth above the 
terrified murmurs of protest. “My dear 
Potts, you might precisely as well ask a 
thimble to hide a perfume factory! Act- 
ually, you know, when I was clean over 
there by the door, it fairly bowled me off 
my feet.” 

“Hush—oh, hush—eet ees 
fume ?” 

“Tt is indeed—it most emphatically is.” 

“You could know eet from that door?” 

“T could know it from the far edge of 
the kampong.” . 

“Then, oh, they fin’ nie!” 

At the sick terror of that small wail, 
the Honorable Tony stirred. “But why 
in the name of grief didn’t you go to the 
boat ?” 

“Honable Tonee, eet was gone, eet was 
gone!” 

“Oh, rot! The boat was here until a 
few minutes ago. Look here, my dear 
child, if you’re trying any of your little 
tricks on me, I can save you any amount 
of time and trouble by tipping you off 
to the fact that you're heading straight for 
a wash-out. This whole performance looks 
most frightfully dodgy, and I’m beginning 
to be pretty fairly fed up. From brother 
Manuelo on—” 

The limp bundle shivering quietly 
beneath his fingers shivered more deeply 
still, and sighed. “About Manuelo, that 
was a lie.” 

“Well, it’s gratifying to have my worst 
suspicions confirmed, naturally! But of all 
the confounded cheek—” 

“Eet was jus’ a lie that Manuelo he was 
my brothair. Manuelo, he ees the belove’ 
of my heart.” 

“The devil he is!” The Honorable 
Tony’s voice was edged with mild interest. 
“And may I ask why the lie, Daisy?” 

“Because men, too well do I know 
them. Ah, ah, too well! Eef I say to 
Meestair Ledyar’, to that black devil out 
from hell, to you own self, Honable Tonee, 
that eet ees tryin’ to save the belove’ of 
my heart that I go crezzy in my haid and 
die two thousan’ death from terror, you 
think they lissen to me, then? You think 
they help me then? Well, me, I think not.” 

“And me, I think not, too!” agreed the 
Honorable Tony promptly. “Quite a stu- 
dent of human nature, in your quiet way, 
aren't you, Daisy? I say, do let’s have 
some light on this! I don't think that 
Manuelo would fancy it for a moment if 
he knew that we were all huddled up here 
in the pitch-black whispering things at each 
other.” 

“Manuelo one thousan’ time he have 
tell me eef he fin’ me with a man alone, 
he cut the heart out from our body.” 

“Perhaps it’s all for the best that he’s 
going to remain in the tin mines,” sug- 
gested the Honorable Tony philosophi- 
cally. “No cloud without a silver lining, 
what? Do stop whimpering, there’s a 
good child!” 

“Wait, then, I tell you—all I make 
clear—but no light. Eef there is a light, 
he know you are here; eef he know you 
are here, he know that I too am here—- 
an’ eef he know I too am here, then we 
die. That ees clear now?” 

“Well, frankly, it still leaves a bit to 
be desired. One or two minor gaps—who 
is it that’s going to slay us when he comes 
to the conclusion that we're both here, 
Daisy ?” 


my pair- 


[Turn to page 43] 
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HEN active boys 

and girls are 
hungry give them good 
home-baked foods 
made the RUMFORD 
Way, with all the 
strength-building phos- 
phates retained. 


For ’tween-meal treats 
cookies and doughnuts 
are delicious and diges- 
tible when made with 
RUMFORD, the 
wholesome baking 
powder. The phos- 
phate element in 
RUMFORD gives to 
all foods in which it 
is used that nutriment 
so especially needed by 
growing young folks to 
keep their vitality at 
its best. 


RUMFORD enables even 
the inexperienced house- 
wife to prepare nourish- 
ing home-baked foods fine 
in texture, of delicate 
flavor, and thoroughly di- 
gestible by all the family— 
both young and old. 


“THE RUMFORD MOD- 
ERN METHODS OF 
COOKING” — our booklet 
of many interesting recipes, 


free for the asking. You 
ill find it very helpful. 


RUMFORD COMPANY 
Providence, R. I. 


Dept. 20, 
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When the accident happens— 
is your home prepared? 


HERE is an accident—a slight 
cut, an open wound. 


The protecting skin is broken and 
the door is open wide for infection. 


If your physician were at your 
elbow he would use a sterile band- 
age, sterile cotton, and fasten the 
bandage securely with adhesive 
plaster. 


You owe this to Your Children 


Even in dressing the littlewounds, 
the almost trifling accidents of 
children, sterile bandages are best. 
Home made bandages mav cause 
infection. 


Is your home prepared? Have you 
at hand the simple first aid things 
your doctor certainly would use? 
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Bauer & Black 


Prominent physicians and great 
surgeons use Bauer & Black 
products because every package 
is marked: “sterile.” And they 
trust implicitly in the name 
Bauer & Black as a guarantee 
of perfect sterilization. 


You can have confidence 
in the name Bauer & Black 
For 29 years leading surgeons, 
physiciansand hospitals have used 
Bauer & Black products. And you, 
too, can always place full confi- 
dence in everything marked with 

the name Bauer & Black. 


Every step in the making of every 
product is as near perfection as it 
is possible to approach. Many of 
our employees have spent their 





Sold Everywhere by Druggists 


lives in helping maintain the excel- 
lence of everything Bauer & Black 
manufactures for the medical 
profession and for the public. 


Be as Careful as Your Doctor 


Ask your druggist for Bauer & Black 
products—always. And always have 
at hand the first aid needs. Do not 
wait for the accident to happen. 


A First Aid Book—127 pages—will be 
sent you without charge. It tells you 
how to treat accidents, and what to 
do till your doctor comes. Write to 
Bauer & Black, 2500 South Dearborn 
Street, Chicago, IIl., for this valuable 
book. If you live in Canada, address: 
Bauer & Black, Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 


BAUER & BLACK 
Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and 
Allied Products 


NEW YORK TORONTO 


CHICAGO 
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Boys choose them by instinct | 


Now great specialists tell mothers 
that Keds mean added health and 
comfort for the whole family — 


Watch a boy when he’s wearing a 
pair of Keds! Notice his light, 
springy step. Notice how often he 
prefers running to walking—jump- 
ing over obstacles instead of walk- 
ing around them! 


Restrictions are off—hard, stiff, 
heavy shoes no longer cramp him. 
He feels like the healthy young 
animal he is! 


Now great foot specialists say 
that these light, flexible shoes are 
scientifically correct for every 
normal foot. Keds mean added 
health and comfort not only for 
children, but for the whole family. 
Relaxation for tired feet—the 
strengthening of muscles which 
have been bound and cramped— 
the prevention of countless foot 
troubles! 


Footwear that has made a new 
summer comfort popular 


Keds are a complete line of canvas 
rubber-soled shoes. High shoes and 
low—pumps, oxfords and sandals 
—~styles for boys and girls, women 
and men. 


Keds will give you an entirely 
new idea of canvas, rubber-soled 
shoes. The quality of the rubber 
from our own Sumatra plantations 














means long wear—even in the most 
active use. The details of the finish 
—the stitching and reinforcements 
—the workmanship throughout— 
put Keds in a class by themselves. 


Keds, of course, vary in price 
according to style. But no matter 
what type you buy, every pair of 
Keds gives you the highest pos- 
sible value at the price. 


But remember—while there are other 
shoes that may at first glance Jook like 
Keds—only Keds can give you the real 
Keds value. Keds are made only by the 
United States Rubber Company. If the 
name Keds isn’t on the shoes, they aren’t 
real Keds. It will pay you to make sure. 


Games and inventions, interesting in- 
formation on camping, radio, etc., are 
contained in our new Handbooks—one 
for boys and one for girls. Either sent 
free. Address Dept. G-1, 1790 Broadway, 
New York City. 


United States Rubber Company 











a 


Sturdy sport shoes with heavy 
reinforcements. Smooth, cor- 
rugated or suction soles. A 
favorite with boys and men. 




























One of the children’s Keds— 

ona naturelast. Similar 
models both with the strap 
and without it for women and 
young girls, . 











One of the most popular all-purpose 
Keds. For tennis, canoeing, sailin 

* —for general outdoor wear. High 
and low, sizes for everyone. 





Trademark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


An attractive model for women and 
girls. White or colored trimming. 
Abbropriate with the daintiest frocks. 





They are not Keds unless 
the name Keds is on the shoe 
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“Honable Tonee, you know well eet 
ees he, that mos’ accurse’ black devil of 
all black devils to whom I pray to save 
my Manuelo.” 

“Daisy, it can’t be our royal Bhakdi 
that you're referring to in these unmeas- 
ured terms?” 

And suddenly she clung to him, weeping 
abjectly through her clicking teeth. “No, 
no, nevair say hees name—nevair spik it! 
I am a-frighten to die—Manuelo! Ah-h— 
Manuelo!” 

The Honorable Tony felt for the 
small, untidy, silken head in the darkness, 
patting it with deft but reluctant fingers. 

“My dear kid, if it’s Bhakdi who’s been 
frightening you into this state, it’s a 
good deal simpler than one, two, three to 
straighten it out. The little bounder eats 
out of my hand—either or both. He—” 

“No, no, no, he keel you,” the frantic, 
obstinate little voice stammered in desperate 
urgency. “That he tell to me—he keel 
you.” 

“But in the name of the Lord, why?” 

“Becaus’ I tell to heem that if once 
more he lay on me hees black an’ dirty 
han’s I go to you for help.” 

“Daisy—Daisy, this is all simply too 
good to be true; no, honestly, I’m wrench- 
ing my mind out of its socket. trying to 
believe you. You'll swear he said that he’d 
kill me? But why?” 

“Betaus’ ovair me he ees gone crezzy.” 
The tear-sodden whisper was charged with 
mournful pride. “Ovair me he ees gone 
crezzy mad. He tell to me that he marry 
with me—that the jewels from hees las’ 
two wive he give to me for prezzens—” 

The Honorable Tony yielded to another 
gale of delighted mirth. 

“Well, upon my word, you couldn't 


ask for anything fairer than that! Why 
not accept ?” 
“Hush—hush—more still! You have 


forgot Manuelo?” 

“To be entirely candid, my child, I 
had forgotten Manuelo. It’s delightful to 
know that you haven't, however! Well, 
but then how in the world did you get 
here ?” " 

“T have jump out from a window.” 


“From a— Daisy, you’re making this 
up!” 
“No. For why should I make thees 


up? He have lock’ me up in a great 
ogly room, until I come back into my 
sense, he say, becaus’ so bad I cry an’ 
scream. So then I jump from out that 
window. Lissen, I am a mos’ bad girl—I 
bring to you danger an’ worry, but my 
haid eet hurt, and I do not know wair—” 

“My dear Daisy, you knew exactly.” 
The eect Tony administered a. final 
reassuring pat, and swung off from fhe 
table. “This is Liberty Hall, my priceless 
child; you should feel entirely at home 
with practicaly no effort. D’you think 
that Bhakdi’s liable to dash over before I 
could hunt up Ghundi and a sampan, and 
head you down stream?” 

“No, no—no, no, no—do not leave me! 
No, I die when you shall leave me!” 

It was indecent for any living creature 
to show such abject terror, more like a 
tortured and frenzied kitten than a sane 
human being! The Honorable Tony 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“Oh, it’s quite all right with me, you 
know! I simply thought if the little beggar 
was roving about it might be tidier and 
simpler to get you out of the way—though 
it would be any amount jollier if you were 
around, naturally. We could do some- 
thing nice with a screen—or there's the 
other room—on the whole, that has more 
possibilities. By Gad, we can get some 
simply stunning effects, with practically no 
trouble at all. I’ve an automatic in there.” 

“Ah-h-h!” 

“My dear kid, don’t go off like that 
again, or I won't let you put a finger on 
it. In the extremely remote event that I 
em dragged kicking and screaming from 
the scene of action, however, you could do 
some very amusing tricks with it, including 
potting our imperial friend. Are you a 
good shot, Daisy?” 

“No, no—what you say now? Do not 

let heem come; do not let heem—no thing 
could I shoot—no thing—” 
, “Well, there’s one thing that any duffer 
in the world can shoot,” said the Honor- 
able Tony soothingly. ‘“There’s absolutely 
no use shaking like that; not as long as 
any stupid little girl in the world can shoot 
herself! It’s a simply ripping pistol, 
Daisy.” He put one arm about her, light 
and close, and she relaxed against it with 
a strange, comforted little moan. “So 
that’s that; of course there’s not half a 
chance in a thousand that the little beggar 
won’t grovel all over the place; I'll tell 
him that if he lays one finger on a British 
subject, I'll take jolly good care that 
England turns it into an _ international 
matter—” 

“Oh, for Englan’ he does not care. 
When I say to heem that great Englan’ 
will protec’ me, he laff right out an’ say, 
‘Englan’, bah!” 

“Oh, he said that, did he?” inquired 
the Honorable Tony grimly. “Well, that’s 
not a pretty thing for any fat little Sultan 
to say.” He grinned suddenly and imp- 
ishly into the darkness. “‘Englan’, bah!’ 





His Majesty’s Adviser 


(Continued from page 40] 


Come to think of it, I’ve murmured some- 
thing fairly like it myself once or twice. 
But then, I’m not a fat little Sultan; I 
happen to be an Englishman! Daisy, 
will you swear not to howl if I tell you 
something ?” 

“What now?” 

“Well, now it begins to look as though 
things were going to happen. There’s a 
nice cluster of lights bearing down from the 
palace at a good fast clip, and I’m rather 
inclined to think that it’s time for little 
girls that have heart’s beloveds in the 
mines to be trotting off to a more secluded 
spot. How about it?” 

“Yes, yes, I go.” There was a strange 
and touching docility in the small voice. 
“Wair now do I go, Honable Tonee?” 

“Here. Where’s your hand? Quiet, 
now. Here’s the door. Wait, and I'll find 
you a chair; or you can curl up on the 
bed, if you’d rather. That comfortable?” 

“Oh, that—that is mos’ comfortable.” 

“Good. Now for God’s sake, emulate 
the well-known mouse! The revolver’s on 
the table. No—no—don’t touch it now. 
Oh, Lucifer, that perfume! It'll be our 
ruin—aheadless jackass could smell it in 
Singapore. Here, let’s have your handker- 
chief—quick! Steady on there. We're 
about to receive callers, Daisy!” 

There was the sound of light feet on 
the ricketty steps—the sound of light hands 
at the outer door. The Honorable Tony 
bent down swiftly; kicked off one shoe— 
the other—ripped off the white linen coat 
and the blue silk scarf, and strode leisurely 
across the threshold of his bedroom door 
with his he@d on one side, and his hands 
in his pockets. 

“What in the devil?” he inquired ami- 
ably of the bronze statue standing in the 
pool .6f light at the head of the stairs. 
The statue stirred, and’-behind it other 
lights gleamed and danced in darkness. 
“Oh—it’s you. Ghundi! What's the row?” 

“Master, the "Great One bids that you 


_bring the woman and come swiftly to the 
W palace.” ' 


“Bring what woman?” inquired the 
Honorable Tony, lazily diverted. “I say, 
Ghundi, the Great One hasn’t been having 
a go at that brandy again, has he?” The 
statue did not move but in the pool of 
light it‘s eyes shone, eloquent and im- 
ploring. 

“Master, jests wili not serve you now. 
She was seen to enter here by the little 
son of the head-beater. The Great One 
says to make all haste.” ' 

“Ghundi, it’s never Mrs. Potts? Not 
the ravishing Mrs. Potts? You know, 
that’s pretty priceless in itself. Now 
suppose you collect all your little play- 
mates out there and totter back to the 
Great One and inform him as gracefully 
as possible that the ineffable Potts has 
gone down the waters that she came up, 
reluctantly escorted by Mr. Billee Ledyar’. 
Present my condolences. She just caught 
the boat by the skin of her little white 
teeth. I agree with the Great One that it’s 
a thousand pities that she caught it at all.” 

“Master, I am your servant. I have 
served you well—I have loved you better. 
My heart is yours to use for your meat, 
my skin for your carpet; for them I care 
nothing. If I return without you they 
slay me—if I remain with you, they slay 
me—it is all one. But you—you are my 
master—you are my son—you are my 
father. Delay no longer; the woman was 
seen to enter here—she has not come out.” 

The Honorable Tony did not stir from 
his careless station before the bedroom door, 
but scmething leapt across the guarded 
space to that dark and lonely figure— 
something more warm, more friendly, more 
reassuring than any touch of hands. 

“Ghundi, there are two fellows this 
side of Heaven that I’d give a good bit to 
take there with me when I go. That 
sandy-haired young lunatic who came up 
the waters is one of them—and you're the 
other. Now cut along back to the Great 
One, like a good fellow, and tell him that 
I was as good as tucked in for the night 
when you found me, with a nice little 
flicker of fever. I'll trot over the first 
thing in the morning. Good-night, old 
chap; wish the Great One happy dreams.” 

Ghundi’s grave voice was suddenly 
heavy with despair. 

“Master, she is here. The air about 
us cries it to all who breathe.” 

“Absolutely sickening, what?” agreed 
the Honorable Tony. “Jockey Club, I 
understand. I picked up her beastly little 
handkerchief on the beach path, coming 
back from the boat—it’s fairly sopped in 
it. Here, catch—I was going to send it 
back to her, but God knows when it would 
reach her. The Great One might fancy 
it; compliments of the season—corking 
souvenir, what?” Ghundi stared down at 
the wet white ball in his clenched fist. 

“Master—I was told to search—” 

“And that'll be about all of that,” re- 
marked the Honorable Tony. A peculiarly 
ingratiating smile curved the corners of 
his lips, and he took both hands from his 


pockets and made an expressive gesture 
towards the long windows above the water. 
“A little more chatter like that and out 
you go to the crocodiles. Come on now, 
cut along like a nice chap—my head’s 
buzzing no end, and I’m mad for sleep. 
I'll have my tea at seven, on the tick. 
And some of that jolly sticky preserve—” 
The dark, troubled face was lit suddenly 
by a smile, gleaming white as a benedic- 
tion, grave and tender and indulgent. 

“Where you go,” said Ghundi, “there 
may I be to serve you! Farewell, little 
master.” 

He turned back to the dancing lights 
below him with a sharp word of com- 
mand, and as quietly as he had come was 
gone, passing silently down the ricketty 
steps into the night. There was a swift 
murmur of protest from the waiters, 


quelled; the light shuffle of feet; the 
rustle of ted leaves—silence. The 
Honorable Tony stood for a moment 


listening for any echo cf the small dying 
sounds—whistled the opening bars of 
“Where do we go from here, boys?” twice 
over with fine accuracy and restraint, 
shoved open the bedroom door, and yielded 
himself unreservedly to joyous retrospec- 
tion. 

“My word, fairly neat, eh, Daisy ? What 
price the bit about the handkerchief? 
And the buzzing head, what? I swear I 
had no idea I’d be so good. Now then, 
what next?” There was a small sound 
that might have been a shiver, and a 
whisper, strange and lonely as a dream, 
answered him. 

“Now then farewell, Honable Tonee.” 

“Farewell? Thinking of leaving me, 
Daisy ?” 

“Yes. Now I am thinkin’—of leavin’ 
you.” 

“My poor kid, you'll shiver your pretty 
teeth out if you keep up like this: I 
swear I ought to be drawn and quartered 
for a thumping brute. After all, it isn’t 
as much of a lark for you as it is for me, 
is it? Now just what are we going to do 
about you?” 

“Honable Tonee, eet ees not for me I 
shiver; eet ees for you. Becaus’ you do 
not onnerstan’—becaus’ you laff—becaus’ 
you do not know that all, all ees end’. 
I ask pardon, pardon that thees I have done 
to you—” 

“My dear little lunatic, you’ve done 
nothing in the world to me; the blighter 
knows that if he laid a finger on me he’d 
be as good as cutting his throat. While 
I’m not much given to swanking about it, 
half of the big sticks in England are my 
cousins and my uncles and my aunts, and 
though it’s rather a grief to us all, they’d 
simply chew him up if he administered as 
much as a scratch to anything as sacred 
as a Bolingham hide. No, I’m good deal 
righter than rain; the question before the 
house is, what about you?” 

“Me? Oh, me, eet ees no mattair. Me, 
I am through.” 

“Daisy, I’m just a bit afraid you're 
right. We might as well face the fact at 
the start that I’m no match for the entire 
Imperial army, even if an important item 
of their defence does consist of green pan- 
ties. You wouldn’t consider chucking it?” 

“How, chuckin’?” 

“You don’t think that Manuelo would 
understand if you took the two last wives’ 
jewels and—” 

“Ah,” moaned the little voice in the 
darkness, “that ees a wicked, that ees a 
black an’ ogly thing to say. Me, I am no 
good—me, I am no good at all—but that 
you should have nevair say to me—” 

“My dear,” said the Honorable Tony 
gently, “you're as good as gold, and I’m 
a black-hearted scoundrel that Manuelo 
ought to flog from here to his tin mines. 
In this world or the next, he has my con- 
gratulations; tell him from me that he’s 
a lucky devil, won’t you? Now then, 
I’m off for the other room. I'll light the 
lamp, and give a cracking good imitation 
of an earnest reader for the benefit of any 
callers. In case it dosen’t meet with the 
proper applause,—just in case, you know— 
here’s the revolver. You might bolt the 
door after I’m gone; that way you'll have 
any amount of time. Not going to be 
lonely, are you? “You can hear me just 
as well as though I still were in the room. 
Moreover, I’m leaving a lady to take care 
of you.” 

“A ladee?” 

“The Duchess of Bolingham. Feel this 
little black frame? Well, she’s in there-— 
my mother, Daisy; her first name is Biddy. 
I think she’s going to want you to call 
her by her first name.” 

“But she ees daid, your mothair?” 

“Dead? That’s the most idiotic des- 
cription of Biddy; however, there may be 
something in what you say, though you'll 
never get her to admit it. Now, then, 
quite all right? Sure? Good-bye, little 
Daisy.” 

“Honable Tonee.” He had to bend his 
head to catch that faint and wavering 
whisper. 


“Honable Tonee, becaus’ thees room 
eet ees so black an’ still—not, not that I 
am a-frighten, but becaus’ thees room eet 
ees so black an’ still, would you be so 
vairy kin’ to kiss me good-bye? Man- 
uelo—Manuelo, he would onnerstan’, You 
do not think that ladee would be angery ?” 

The Honorable Tony bent his bright 
head to the dark one, and laid his gay lips 
swiftly and surely on the small painted 
mouth. ; 

“That lady would be terrible in anger 
if, I didn’t. Daisy, what nice perfume! 
Nicest I ever smelled in all my life. I’m 
going to get bottles and bottles of it. All 
right now, little thing? Good-night then— 
Biddy, you look after her; show her all 
the prettiest places up there—mind the 
two of you keep out of mischief! Slip the 
bolt behind me, Daisy.” 

With a last touch on her hair, light and 
caressing as his voice, he was gone through 
the darkness. He pulled the door to be- 
hind him noiselessly, and stood leaning 
against it for a moment with bowed head; 
listening. Silence—a faint patter of feet— 
the heavy grating of the bolt driven home. 
He raised his head. 

“Good girl!” said the Honorable Tony, 
clearly. 

He swung across to the table, felt for 
the matches, and lit the lamp deftly and 
swiftly, pulling the long chair into its 
friendly aura and distributing the cushions 
with rapid dexterity. A little wind had 
just passed through the quiet room; a 
little wind that blew in heavy with dark- 
ness and fragrance and something else— 
a distant murmur of voices, and far off 
footsteps coming nearer through the night. 
It passed, as it came, but the flame in the 
lamp flickered and burned brighter, and 
the flame that danced in the eyes of the 
gentleman reclining in the long chair flick- 
ered and burned brighter, too, though they 
were discreetly lowered over the account 
of a highly unsavory Bazaar murder in a 
two-month-old paper from Singapore. Even 
when the footsteps were on the ricketty 
stairs he continued to read—even when 
they were on the threshold he only bent 
his head a little lower, intent and absorb- 
ed—even when the knocks rang’ out, omin- 
ous and insistent, he did not lift those 
dancing eyes. He flipped over the first 
page of the wR” paper with a dex- 
terous thumb and finger, and lifted his 
voice in welcome leavened with <a 

“Come in!” called the Honorable Tony 
to those who stood in darkness. And the 
door opened and they came in. First 
there came a small, plump, swarthy gentle- 
man in immaculate white linen of an 
irreprochable cut. He had small, neat 
feet shod in the shiniest of patent leather 
beots, and small, fat hands adorned with 
three superb emeralds, and a set of highly 
unpleasant little cat whiskers, curling into 
a grizzled gray at the ends. About his 
throat was a scarlet watered ribbon from 
which dangled a star as glittering as a 
Christmas tree ornament, and about his 
head was wound a turban of very fine red 
silk, pierced by a brooch in which crouched 
another emerald large as a pigeon egg. 
In one fat little hand he held a pair of 
white kid gloves and a small handkerchief 
badly crumpled; in the other a swagger 
stick of ebony banded with smooth gold. 
He walked on the tips of his patent leather 
toes, and behind him came ten gigantic 
figures in incredible green uniforms with 
gold laced jackets that were debtors to 
the Zouaves, and fantastic caps strapped 
under their chins, reminiscent of the organ- 
grinder’s monkey and the dancing vaude- 
ville bellboy. Lanterns light as bubbles 
swung from their great paws and in the 
gilded holsters at their waists the mother- 
of-pearl handles of the famous automatics 
gleamed like the Milky Way. They pad- 
ded behind their master, silent as huge 
cats, and smiled at one another like de- 
lighted children. His Imperial Majesty, 
the Sultan Bhakdi, accompained by the 
Royal Body Guard, was making a call on 
the British Adviser. The British Adviser 
rose easily to his feet. 

“Your Majesty!” he saluted, with pre- 
cisely the correct inflection of gratified 
amazement. 

“Excellency!” His Maijesty’s accent 
was a trifle more British than the Hon- 
orable Tony’s, but he purred in his throat, 
which is not done. “We were alarmed by 
the good Ghundi’s report of your health. 
You suffer?” 

“Oh, Ghundi’s overdone it!” protested 
the Honorable Tony, all courteous regret, 
but the carved dimples danced. “I’m no 
end sorry that you’ve had all this bother. 
It’s most frightfully decent of you to give 
it a thought; nothing in the world the 
matter but a rather stiff nip of fever. I 
was going to turn in another minute, and 
sleep it off. I beg any number of pardons 
for this costume; it’s hardly one that I’d 
have chosen for such an honor.” « 

“Hardly!” agreed the Sultan cordially. 
“However, as the visit was unheralded— 
and as the defects of the costume may be 
so easily remedied, we dismiss it gladly. 
Come, we waive formality; we have been 
bored most damnably without you and the 
excellent bridge. The mountain comes to 

[Turn to page 47] 
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“Where the Animals Live at Dappleton Farm 
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The Joilet Soap 


or You 


ESINOL SOAP is the toilet soap for 
you—and all the world—from 
babyhood to old age, because it 

satisfies every need of the skin and meets 
the requirements of the most exacting. 


There is nothing so necessary to the 
natural health and beauty of the skin 
as thorough cleansing—deep pore- 
searching cleansing—not just super- 
ficial washing off. It needs regular 
bathing twice a day with a pure soap 
that soothes while it cleans. 


it makes. 


renewed activity. 


This is where Resinol Soap fills the 
first need. You can really feel it clean 
your skin as its delightful Resinol-filled 
lather sinks into the tiny pores and 
gently roots out all the impurities. No 
need to rub vigorously with a coarse 
cloth—that irritates and reddens the 
skin—just work the lather in lightly with 
the finger tips. Rinse thoroughly and 
you will find your complexion radiant 
and your skin softer and smoother. 


Invigorating and refreshing when used for the 
plunge or shower, Resinol Soap stimulates the skin to 
It quickens the circulation in the 
thousands of tiny blood vessels that nourish the skin, 
and removes the dead tissue. Yet its action is so 
gentle and soothing it is the ideal soap for baby’s bath. 


But perhaps your skin has lost its glow of health. 
If it is rough, oily, coarse or clogged, buy a cake of 
Resinol Soap today from your druggist or toilet goods 
dealer. Use it one week and watch the improvement 


May we send you a free trial size cake 
with pamphlet on the care of the skin? 
Write Dept. 7-F, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
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good foods 
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but is it good 
exercise? 


EETH were meant to work 
hard; gumsare healthiest when 
massaged in masticating rough 
food. And this soft modern food of 
ours gives little work to your teeth 
and even lessexercise to yourgums. 





Does your tooth-brush 
“show pink” ? 


Because the gums get so little stim- 
ulation, they are, in late years, 
growing soft and flabby, and tooth 
troubles, due to weak gums—and 
most of them are—show a decided 
and alarming increase. 


How to clean teeth and 
protect your gums! 


The dental profession is awake to 
the situation—nearly 3,000 have 
written to tell us how they combat 
soft and tender gums by the use 
of Ipana Tooth Paste. 


In stubborn ceses, they prescribe 
a gum-massage with Ipana after 
the ordinary cleaning with Ipana 
and the brush. For Ipana Tooth 
Paste, because of the presence of 
Ziratol, has a decided tendency to 
strengthen soft gums and keep 
them firm and healthy. 


Ipana is a tooth paste that’s good 
for your gums as well as your 
teeth. Its cleaning power is remark- 
able and its taste is unforgetably 
good, Send for a sample today. 






Made by the 
makers of 
Sal Hepatica 


A trial tube, 
enough to last 
for ten days, will 
be sent gladly if 
you will forward 
coupon below. 





Bristol-Myers Co., 49 Rector St., New York,N.Y. 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE without charge or obligation on my part. 


Name 
Address 
City 


State . ee 
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| Here Is a Compact Six-Room House, to Be Built for $8500, a Cost Representing an 


Investment Which Is Suitable for the Family Whose Income Is about $4000 a Y ear 

















Dignity and Hominess in the Small House 


This One Abolishes Useless Ornamentation and Is in the 
Simple, Straightforward, American Style of Colonial Architecture 


the problem of designing and building 

a house for the family of moderate 

income, is becoming more and more 
difficult As building prices soar, the 
amount of floor space that can be pur- 
chased with a given sum of money grows 
smaller and smaller. But there are certain 
conveniences that the American householder 
demands: nor should he be required to 
sacrifice them. 

The problem therefore as far as the 
architect is concerned, is to design a house 
that on one hand will eliminate none of 
these conveniences which we find essential 
to a comfortable life, but at the same time 
will do away with every inch of super- 
fluous space. This means, first of all, the 
elimination of unessential ornamentation 
and gew-gaws. The small houses of the 
past generation, in the so-called Queen 
Anne style, have been overburdened with 
just such useless dressings. The exterior 
of the house can be made much more in- 
teresting and beautiful if the mass of the 
little building is carefully studied and if 
it is well related to surrounding planting 
and neighboring houses. We must not for- 
get that a small house on a small lot is 
grotesque if it is anything but simple. 
Luckily in America we have precedent for 
a simple and straightforward style of archi- 
tecture in that which we call the Colonial. 
Even the smallest buildings in this style 
can have a dignity and hominess that fit 
well into the life of the better type of 
Americans. 

Materials that may be used for the 
exterior of the small house are numerous. 
There is stone, brick, stucco over hollow 
tile, shingles or wood siding. It is almost 
impossible in most parts of the United 
States to erect a house of six rooms for 
the limited sum of $8,500, in anything but 
wood. Our house, therefore, has been 
designed so that the ex- 
terior walls can be 
covered either with 
shingles or with broad 
boards which are 
technically called siding 
The siding should be 
broad because as the 
sketch shows, this adds 
to the simplicity of the 
design 

The problem of 
planning the economical 
small house is one of 
elimination. One must 
get rid of everything 
that is not essential 
One must relate the 
various rooms to each 
other so that no un 
necessary steps will be 
taken and yet the ut 
most possible privacy 
and comfort will be 
secured In other 
words, it is the problem 
of using a limited space 
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By Clarence S. Stein 


CLARENCE § STEIN, who de- 

signed this ‘se is one of 
America’s best authdnities on hous- 
ing. He is Associate Editor of the 
Journal of the American Institute 
of Architects, and Chairman of the 
Committee on Community Plan- 
ning of the Institute. 


Varcia Mead, an eminent wo- 
man architect, cooperated with Mr. 
Stein in planning the house to aid 
the housewife in her daily work. 


UcCall’s homebuilding _ series 
gives you plans designed by the 
foremost architects in America, 
men who have specialized in the 
building of small houses and who 
bring the skill drawn from their 
long experience to the problems of 
construction and design. 


In the April issue appeared a 
four-room house, designed by 
Ernest Flagg, and to be built at a 
cost of less than $4000. The 
May issue gave a five-room house, 
now being constructed at less than 
$6500, by Mr. Flagg, on his estate 
at Dongan Hills, Staten Island, to 
demonstrate for McCall readers 
building-methods which cut in half 


the usual costs of construction. 


Later in the present series, there 
will appear houses designed by 
other eminent architects, among 
whom are: Aymar Embury, II; 
Frederick Leo Ackerman, Archi- 
tectural Head of the U.S. Shipping 
Board Housing during the War; 
Grosvenor Atterbury, Architect and 
City-Planner of Forest Hills Gar- 
dens, one of the best and finest 
examples of Town Planning. 
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to the maximum. Too many of our small 
houses are filled with lengthy corridors 
which increase the cleaning problem of the 
housewife. 

In such a house the kitchen is the key 
of the plan. It is there that the wife 
will spend much of her time. If the 
kitchen is convenient, comfortable, light, 
airy and easily kept clean, the greater part 
of her day can be made happy. Such a 
kitchen should be small enough so that 
everything is in easy touch and should be 
arranged as conveniently as a laboratory. 
But it should not be so small that one 
has a feeling of being cramped, of being 
forced to stay forever in a single spot. The 
floor of our kitchen measures 9x12 feet. 
It is arranged so that it does not merely 
form a passageway between two rooms, 
for the doors are all at one end of the 
kitchen. One enters from out-of-doors into 
a small vestibule which can, if necessary, 
be closed off in winter. Here is the ice 
box and the well-lighted closet for the 
storage of food. The butcher’s and baker’s 
boy and the ice-man need go no farther 
than this point. This is the receiving and 
storage department. For you see our little 
kitchen is arranged just as we would plan 
a great factory: it is planned so that goods 
are routed in the simplest possible manner. 
On the one side of the kitchen itself, that 
nearest to the storage, the meal is pre- 
pared. There is a table which can be let 
down when not in use and in the corner 
between the two windows where there may 
be cool breezes in summer is the oven. 
Above the table are shelves for dish pans, 
and so on. 

The next process is serving. The dishes 
are conveniently placed in the cupboards 
near the door to the dining-room. The 
handling of the dishes after the meal is 
over is quite as convenient, for the sink 
with the wide drain boards is to the left of 
the door as one leaves 
the dining-room. The 
arrows on the plan 
show how simple is the 
routing 

There is really little 
need to make use of the 
stairs to the cellar be- 
cause everything that is 
used in the day’s work 
is stored near the 
kitchen. The inside 
stairs will be used 
mainly by the master 
of the house on his way 
to tend the furnace— 
so the stairway has 
been made convenient 
to the living-room. An 
additional exterior 
stairs has been added 
at the rear of the house 
so that there will be 
no need of carrying 
ashes from the furnace 
or wash from the 

{Turn to page 61) 
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For a Spotless, 
Healthful Toilet 


Spotless is the toilet bowl cleaned with 
Sani-Flush, The porcelain shines. Swiftly 
and easily, San:-Flush removes all stains, 
discolorations, incrustations, 

Just sprinkle a little Sani-Flush into the 
bowl. Follow directions on the can. Flush! 
No scrubbing—no scouring. 

Sani-Flush reaches the hidden, unhealth- 
ful trap—cleans it, purifies it. Sani-Flush 
destroys all foul odors. It will not harm 
plumbing connections. There is nothing else 
that does the work of Sani-Flush, 

Always keep Sani-Flush handy in the 


bathroom. 


Sani-Flush is sold at grocery, drug, 
hardware, plumbing and house-furnish- 
ing stores. Price 25c. (Canadian price, 
35c; foreign price, 50c.) 


THE HYGIENIC PRODUCTS CO. 
Canton, Ohio 
Foreign Agents: Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd. 


Toronto, Canada 
33 Farringdon Road, London, E. C. 1, England 
China House, Sydney, Australia 


Sani-Flush 


Reg US Pat 


Cleans Closet Bowls Without Scouring 
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all at one time! 


O-GizrMop 


Cuts housework in half and 
makes floors sparkle with 
brilliant cleanliness. 


Ask for demonstration. 
Sold everywhere. 








Always Say ‘‘O-Cedar”’ 


CHANNELL CHEMICAL COMPANY 
Chicago Toronto London Peris 





























His Majesty’s Adviser 


[Continued from page 43] 


Mohammed—my good Mohammed, on 
with your boots, on with your coat, and 
out with your cards. We will drive off this 
pestilential fever with three good rubbers 
and four good drinks. Ahmet will fetch 
your coat. It is in your room? Ahmet!” 

The Honorable Tony moved more 
swiftly than Ahmet. He laid one hand on 
the handle of the bedroom door, but he did 
not turn it. 

“I’m absolutely sick over making such 
an ass of myself,” he said with pleasing 
candor. “But I do honestly feel too rotten 
bad to last out even a hand. I'll be fit 
as a fiddle in the morning, and entirely 
at Your Majesty’s disposal; but for tonight 
I’m going to ask you to excuse me.” 

“But tonight we will most certainly not 
excuse you,” His Imperial Majesty replied 
amiably. “No, no, on the contrary. 
Rather not, as you say. Tonight, Ex- 
cellency, we are quite through. We have 
been culpably lenient and indulgent in the 
past; we have overlooked one hundred 
stupid impertinences and five hundred im- 
pertinent stupidities, but your bridge— 
your bridge was impeccable and we have 
long desired to perfect our game. Now, 
however, you outreach our patience. Stand 
aside, I beg you. When Ahmet fetches 
your Excellency’s coat and your Excellency’s 
boots, he will also fetch your Excellency’s 
lady.” 

The Honorable Tony gave a shout of 
astounded delight. 

“My hat!” he cried. “But this is simply 
gorgeous. All this time that I’ve been 
ragging you, you've been plotting a bloody 
revenge ?” 

“Revenge,” replied His Imperial Majesty 
with an impatient flick of the white gloves, 
“is an incident. I wish the woman. Stand 
aside !” 

“It’s a dream,” decided the Honorable 
Tony, cocking his head with Epicurean 
satisfaction. “No, by Heaven, it’s better 
than a dream. Just what are you going 
to do if I don’t stand aside?” 

“Shoot you where you stand. 
come. We are over-patient.” 

The Honorable Tony sighed beatifically, 
as one whose cup of joy was full to 
overflowing. 

“Oh, come now, if you ask me, you’re 
dashed impatient. Shooting me down in 
this damn casual way—what d’you think 
the British Government’s going to make 
of it?” 

“Nothing,” replied the British Govern- 
ment’s loyal ally blandly. “Nothing what- 
soever. In due time the proper authorities 
will be informed that you were lost over- 
board on an expedition after crocodiles, and 
owing to the unfortunate proclivities of 
those depraved reptiles, your body was not 
recovered. I do not imagine that the loss 
will afflict the goverment so deeply as you 
imagine.” 

The Honorable Tony’s manner changed 
abruptly from enchanted amusement to the 
cold insolenee of a badly spoiled young 
man dismissing his valet. 

“And that’s enough,” he said. “Take 
your army and be off. You're dashed 
amusing, but you overdo it. If an apology 
from you were worth the breath you draw, 
I'd have one out of you for the country 
that I represent and its representatives. As 
it is, I give you fair warning to clear out; 
I'm about fed up.” 

“Till I count three to stand aside,” re- 
marked His Imperial Majesty conversation- 
ally, abandoning the royal “we” as though 
it were no longer necessary in so informal 
a discussion. “I shall regret the bridge.” 

“You can count to three thousand if 
you can get that far,” the Honorable Tony 
informed him politely. “But while you’re 
about it you might remember that we’re 
in the twentieth century, not the Adelphi 
Theatre.” 

“We are in Asia,” said His Imperial 
Majesty. “Life is good, Excellency, and 
death, I am told, is a long and dreary 
affair. The woman is not worth it—a 
gutter rat out of the music halls. It is her 
good fortune to amuse me. Stand aside, 
I beg!” 

“My mother was from the music halls, 
said the Honorable Tony, “I have half a 
mind to mop up the floor with you before 
I turn in.” 

“You are a brave man,” said His Im- 
perial Majesty equably, “and a fool.” He 
turned to the black and emerald giants, 
and they quivered slightly. “Attention!” 
The giants ceased quivering and stood very 
straight. 

“Ready!” said Bhakdi softly. The pearl- 
handled automatics flashed like jewels. 

“Aim!” said Bhakdi with a flick of the 
handkerchief toward the slim figure framed 
in the doorway. 

“You ought to be jolly grateful to me 
for teaching you all those nice words,” re- 
marked the figure reproachfully. “They 
sound simply corking when you snap ’em 
out like that.” 

“T count,” said Bhakdi. “One.” 

“I wish you could see yourselves,” said 
the Honorable Tony admiringly. “For all 

[Turn to page 78] 
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Women 


EARLY eight hundred thou- 

sand women have singled 
out the Eureka as their own 
personal choice. Only their pref- 
erence, and nothing else, caused 
the Eureka to lead the world in 
total number of electric vacuum 
cleaner sales in 1922. 


Today, out of seventy possible 
selections, every fifth purchaser 
chooses the Eureka. 


Highest Quality—at 
an Amazingly Attractive Price 


The Eureka typifies all that is 
finest in cleaner construction. 
Yet, its scientifically simplified 
design, the great buying power of 
the Eureka Company, and the 
tremendous number of Eurekas 
produccd, greatly reduces the cost 
of each individual cleaner. 


The powerful suction of the 
Eureka thoroughly removes the 
dirt from rugs and carpets. The 
attachments are so convenient, 
and so effective, that they are 
used regularly for renovating mat- 
tresses, hangings, upholstered fur- 
niture, etc. 


Eureka Advantages 
Are Known Everywhere 


Time and again Eureka has been con- 
ferred a Grand Prize or highest award, 
by authorities in home-keeping sanita- 
tion in both the United States and 
Europe. Yet over and above such 
weighty approval as this, is the loyal 
endorsement of 800,000 users. 


Write us for the name of the Eureka dealer 
nearest you. He will deliver a Grand Prize 
Eureka direct to your home, to be loaned you 
—without cost or obligation—so you may 
learn for yourself its remarkable helpfulness. 


EureKA VACUUM CLEANER Co., Detroit, U.S.A. 


Makers of Electric Vacuum Cleaners since 1909 


Canadian Factory, Kitchener, Ont.; Foreign Branch, 
& Fisher Street, Holborn. London, W C. 1, England 
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A Desert Rubaiyat 


[Continued from page 13] 


both as a protection against the cold and 
as a signal. His knife made no impression 
upon the rhinolike hide of the yucca, and 
the mesquite thorns quickly covered his 
hands with blood. Moreover, his pursuit 
of the train had made him very thirsty. 
But nowhere was there any sign of water. 
It had grown so dark that he could no 
longer see the outline of the mountains, and , 
the wind had risen and was filling the air ‘ ’ 
with particles of sand and dust. With no | ; : si 
obvious use in exposing himself, Rand took Only A ae Of Flowers Is Needed 


refuge in the small arroyo beside the track. 
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he didn’t have to freeze or starve to death 
simply because that fool train had gone 
off and left him. He'd beat his way out of | 


the mess somehow ! 

Then, as if Nature were seeking to 
chastise him for his temerity, a moan came 
from the north. The darkness became sud- 
denly even more opaque. A storm was 
coming, straight from™he Sierras! The 
moan rose to a roar that steadily grew 
in volume. Great towering clouds of alkali 
came drifting across the plain, and the air 
was filled with sand that peppered his face 
and hands. For the first time his adventure 
appeared ominous. Then, as he was about 
to return to the shelter of the arroyo, he 
caught the gleam of twin motor lights a 
mile or more away, wavering through the 
darkness. 

Rand began running toward the ap- 
proaching lights, which bobbed erratically 
up and down, occasionally appeared to 
have changed their direction, and some- 
times disappeared entirely. Luckily the 
floor of the desert was fairly level, or he 
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Strong and light in 
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lenses. He threw up his hands with a 
warning shout into the teeth of the gale. 
The motor stopped, dropped into low gear, 
and crept toward him. 

A voice shouted from behind the lights, ; 
“Put up both your hands!” Rand quickly stantiy refunded gf 
raised his arms again and found himself te , 
looking straight into the _nickel-plated Were $220 Now $100 PR et anno ml 
muzzle of a revolver. eum 

“What do you want?” came from above 
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next instant he was in the full glare of the | 
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: oe ; 
; the shrieking of the wind. 
“IT got left behind out there by the FREE TRIAL TLL. AUGUST 
Limited,” he answered. “Can you give me 
a lift to the next town?” The engine 
ceased throbbing. Something flashed be- 
hind the revolver. The motor lights faded 
out. 
, “Stay where you are till I give you the 
‘ once over!” The voice was a woman’s. ag | 4 to 50 crore by bar 
Fl Rand waited, arms extended like a scare- yA wpe BB. -5 
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“You're Mr. Gilford Rand, aren’t you?” Py Wiel ee we ead _ 
Rand could not help laughing at the have this Book." WING & 86 MSA eal — 
identification. Fame had its uses, after all! ee eee 

“That’s who I am,” he admitted. “Do 
you mind if I drop my hands?” A 
chuckle came from behind the light. 


i One designed especially for you site smitten 
| a Have you seen the new R&G Glastiside ? | to hold me up! But can you blame me? 


Do you get left that way often?” Without 
waiting for his answer she returned the 





Kogak Pri nis gps 1 
Write 


pistol to her belt, cranked the flivver, got | _Buys “Thor ura. co. 
in, and turned on the lights again. “ZOO Dut. 181 s711 N, Clark St 

“Climb aboard!” 

Rand did so, wondering what she looked Moore PushF +-Pins 
like. The girl threw in her gears and they Glass Heads -Steel 
moved off. “How did you know my 
name?” he asked, peering at her. 

s : — : “T’ve seen you playing polo. Every girl 
¥ in Santa Barbara knows you by sight.” 
q {Turn to page 49] 
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Don’t send a penny for this valuable and inter- 
esting book 
ame the most perfectly formed womau in the 
world, Read how Annette Kellermann’s methods 
in now be used by you, on 10 days free trial. 
Don’t be handicapped by aches and pains, don’t 
e satisfied with a poor complexion or an awkward 
eure. Get this book free. 


Our as — ~~ number of copies 
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What BeautyF eature 
Attracts You First? 


It is the hair and she who would re- 
tain it through life must keep it in a 
cleanly, healthy condition. 

The use of Canthrox is, in thousands 
of cases, the only difference between 
beautiful hair and ordinary hair. Can- 
throx removes all dust, dirt, dandruff 
and excess oil; it cleanses and invigor- 
ates the scalp; it promotes the growth 
and natural beauty of the hair. iter 4 
Canthrox shampoo the hair will be soft, 
silken, full of life and luster and devel- 
ops a natural wave and luxuriance that 
will delight you. 


Canthrox 


Shampoo 


is daintily perfumed, is equally efhcient 
in hard or soft water and is easy to use 
and so quick in showing results that it 
has become the favorite hair wash of 
all women who have tried it during the 
many years that it has been a leader in 
the shampoo field. Men, too, will find 
it the perfect shampoo, 


At All Drug Stores 


The cost of a Canthrox shampoo is 
only about three cents. After using it, 
your hair and scalp will feel absolutely 
cool, clean and refreshed. The con- 
tinued use of Canthrox will gradually 
beautify and glorify your hair. 


Free Trial Offer 


To prove that all we say of Canthrox 
is true and that one application will 
make you a constant user, we will 


ladly send free one perfect shampoo 
or a two-cent stamp to pay postage. 


H. S. PETERSON & CO. 
214 W. Kinzie St. 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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COLD CREAM POWDER 
ln The LITTLE PINK:-& WHITE BOXES 





HERE’S a beautiful ideal 

back of the Armand toilet 
aids—the sincere belief that 
they will bring the joy of an 
attractive appearance to every 
woman. 

So many women write us 
every day of the genuine hap- 
piness that Armand Cold 
Cream Powder is bringing 
them that we want you to try 
it, too. 

For 25c, we will send you an 
Armand Week-end Package, 
containing a generous box of 
genuine Armand Cold Cream 
Powder—that marvelous pow- 
der, so soft and smooth and 
wonderfully adherent; three 
other delightful Armand pow- 
ders; a tiny box of rouge; cold 
cream; vanishing cream; tal- 
cum, a little cake of fragrant 
soap and the Armand “Creed 
of Beauty.” You will love it! 
Send for yours to-day. 


ARMAND—Des Moines 
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A Desert Rubaiyat 


[Continucd from page 48] 


“And may I ask to whom I owe my 
rescue ?” 

“My name is Isabella Sands,” she an- 
swered. “My father has a ranch out beyond 
the San Marcos. I teach at the high 
school in the winter.” Her voice and 
enunciation were both alluring. But a 
school-teacher! An old maid, probably! 
Perhaps he was better off not seeing her! 

“How did you manage to be marooned ?” 

“The train stopped and I got off to pick 
some flowers.” 

“Oh!” she laughed. 

“I suppose I sound all kinds of an 
idiot,” he said. 

“Not at all!” she responded gaily. “You 
sound very gallant!” It was the first time 
that the obvious connotation of his ad- 
venture had suggested itself to him. 

“What are you doing in the desert at 
this hour of the night?” he countered 

“We had a school holiday on Friday, 
so a party of us motored up to Lake 
Sarko. The others decided to stay over, 
but I had to get back by nine o'clock to- 
morrow morning. So here I am!” 

“Alone?” 

“Why, yes!” Her voice was puzzled. 

“But Lake Sarko is a couple of hundred 
miles from here! When will you get home ?” 

“T ought to make Santa Barbara easily 
by six o’cleck tomorrow morning.” 

“But,” he again expostulated, “suppose 
you broke down. What would you do? 
You couldn’t sleep out all night alone.” 

“Why not? The ground’s warm,” she 
answered with evident amusement. ‘Don’t 
take me for a society girl. I’m not. I’m 
just one of hoi pollot.” They were yelling 
at each other against the noise of the wind 
which bombarded the windshield with sand 
and tugged violently at the top of the car 
Across the circle of the headlights clouds 
of dust danced and whirled, making it diffi- 
cult for the girl to follow the faint mark 
ings of the road. Rand admired her control 
of the wheel, which she never lost despite 
ruts, boulders and cavities. At times the 
tracks lost themselves in small forests of 
yucca and scrub oak; at others they plunged 
over loose heaps of lava or through the 
stones and sand drifts of arroyos. In the 
car the cold was far more bitter than when 
he had been standing still. Anyhow, it 
was preferable to cowering under a mud 
bank throughout the night. They entered 
a narrow canyon. Suddenly the girl threw 
on both brakes, and the car stopped with a 
jerk. Just in front of them yawned a 
gully. Fragments of cement and the end 
of a broken girder showed where a bridge 
had once spanned the sides. 

“There’s been a washout,” she an- 


nounced. “Looks as if we’d have to spend 
the night here.” 
Rand stared at her _ incredulously. 


“Here?” he repeated. 

“We've no choice,” she answered. “The 
only other road is through Jaw-bone 
Canyon at the other end of the valley, 
sixty miles away. It may be just as bad as 
this. We'll have to sleep here and work 
our way out of this in the morning.” 

“Nonsense! We can’t sleep here!” he 
exclaimed aghast. “We'd freeze to death! 
We—” But she had already leaped from 
the car and was stripping off her coat in 
the illuminated patch made by the lights. 

“Had your supper?” she shouted, mak- 
ing a funnel of her hands. “I haven't!” 
Her suggestion seemed to him _ utterly 
fantastic. He looked helplessly about. 
There was not even a mesquite visible. 

“There’s firewood in the flivver,” she ex- 
plained. “And a canteen of water. I al- 
ways carry both. You can’t count on either 
in the desert. With wood and water you 
can go anywhere!” 

“Wood and water!” An hour ago his 
accommodations upon the train had seemed 
mediocre enough. He had shared Anna’s 
animadversions upon the shabbiness of the 
woodwork and upholstery, the bad taste of 
the decorations, the lumpiness of the mat- 
tresses, the inferiority of the food. She 
had, in fact, made rather a point of 
her ability to put up with discomfort, of 
being a good traveler. He laughed into the 
storm, which shrieked satirically in reply. 
A good traveler! He wished she were there 
now, and could see this other girl calmly 
preparing to make a night of it in the face 
of such a riot of the elements. 

“We'll leave the car here for a wind- 
break,” she said. “The ground in front is 
fairly level for sleeping. And we can build 
our fire behind that point of rock.” He 
carried the canteen and the bundle of roots 
which she unearthed from between the seats 
to the point she indicated, and watched 
while she laid the fire, struck a match, and 


lit it in the full force of the wind. In the 
fierce draft the dry mesquite roared 
white in an instant. And then, to his 


amazement, there appeared beside the fire 
a coffee-pot, a frying-pan, and a paper of 
chops. 

“You might make some toast,” she sug- 
gested. “There’s a loaf of bread in the sack 
under the front seat, and butter in the tin 
cracker box.” So they sat on their heels, 

[Turn to page 62] 

















Children’s hats kept bright 


Happy children play all day out- 
doors. The sun that brings the glow 
of health to their faces takes away the 
color of their straw hats. Colorite will 
bring it back quickly and easily. 


Any straw hat that is faded, dusty, or 
the wrong color can be freshened and 
made to look like new with the elixir of 
youth for hats—Colorite. 


Restore last year’s hats. Keep this 
year’s hats bright. Colorite is made in “ies 
sixteen fashionable shades and is easy to ®* 
apply. It is sold for 25 cents in drug 
stores, dry goods, and department stores. 
If offered a substitute, send us 25 cents “=~ - 
for the color you want. ™ 











CARPENTER-MORTON COMPANY 
Dept. 221, 77 Sudbury St., Boston, Mass. 


You can also buy Colorite Fabric Dyes for 
tinting or dyeing cotton, wool, or siik cloth. 


English Representatives: 
Henry C Quelcet & Co , 4 & 5 Ludgate Square. London E.C 4 
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Watch your 


children blossom: 
after your artistry with Sunset 
Here are six easy, economical ways 


to make new summer clothes for 
your children: 











1. Renew last summer’s faded clothes; 
2. Change the color of lastyear’sclothes; 
3. Change the color of clothes worn 
by the older children (your own 
old skirts and dresses too) and 
remake for the youngsters; In 30 
4. Buy plain white clothes (usually con- . 22 COLORS 
siderably cheaper than the colored minutes AIL E 
ones) and dye them in the sea with ast 
son’s latest colors; (Ask to see color card) 
5. Change the color of hair-ribbons, | Synset Ptah Light Biue 
sashes, stockings and handker- Old Rose Bright Biue 
ahi af, . 7e wi Scariet Old Blue 
chiefs to match or harmonize with Dyes a | ol 
the new garment colors; pr pti 
6. At mark-down sales, buy clothes | Sand Gray 
of unattractive shades or patterns, | } Khek! Taupe 
“ r) : . a : | by Yellow Heliotrope 
and make them beautifu y | @rnnue Sess 
changing their colors. | Light Brown Light Green 
: | Derk Grown Dark Green 
T the drug or department store, select 
from the 22 standard Sunset colors. 
ALL the season's colors may 


Remember: Sunset will not stain hands or 
spoil utensils. Sunset dyes perfectly all 
fabrics—cotton, wool, silk, linen, mixed 
goods—in the same dye-bath. 

Sunset dyes quickly (a simple 30-minute operation) 
and it dyes fast! Sunset is different from all other 
dyes—a professional dye made convenient for home 
use. Freshens the material. Clean, inexpensive. 


SUNSYES 


ONE Real Dye For ALL Fabrics 


be obtained by various com- 
binations of the above colors 
—write and send samples of 
shades you desire, to our 
Home Service Department, 
North American Dye Cor- 
poration, Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 





If your dealer does not have 
SUNSET, don’t court disap 
pointment with substitutes 
mail 1sc for each color desired 
to our Dept. 18. 


15¢ 


VERY room needs the brightening touch 

of Johnson’s Polishing Wax. It will re- 
juvenate your furniture, wood-work, floors and 
linoleum and give your home that fine air of 
immaculate cleanliness. Johnson’s Polishing 
Wax imparts a velvety, artistic lustre of great 
beauty and durability. It cleans, polishes, 
preserves and protects—all in one operation. 
















Manufactured by 
North American Dye 
Corporation 
Mount Vernon, N. Y. 


Sales Representatives 
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc. 
171 Madison Avenue, New York 








You can easily keep your floors and wood- 
work in perfect condition by polishing occas- 
ionally with Johnson's Liquid Wax. Itcleans 
and forms a thin protecting finishing coat. 


JOHN SON’S 


Pasfe - Liquid - Powdered 


POLISHING 
WAX 


Your linoleum will last longer and look 
better if you polish it with Johnson’s Wax. 
It prevents cracking — protects from wear 
and makes cleaning easy. 


For Floors, 
Woodwork, 
Furniture 


Johnson's Liquid Prepared Wax is the ideal furniture 
polish. It imparts a hard, dry, oil-less polish which will 
not collect dust and lint or show finger prints. It takes all 
the drudgery from dusting. 


Johnson’s Wax is conveniently put up in three forms— 
Paste, Liquid and Powdered. Every home has dozens of 
uses for Johnson’s Prepared Wax. It’s just as necessary 
around the house as soap. 


Insist on Johnson’s Polishing Wax—For Sale at All Good Stores 
Our Book Tells 100 Ways to Brighten Up Your Home. Use the Coupon Below. 
Sal SelUC Se See eee eee eet eee ee ee eee eee ee 


Book on Home Beautifyin FREE | 


' S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Dept. M. C. 6, RACINE, WIS. 
4 (Canadian Factory —Brantford ) 1 
“The Wood Finishing Authorities’’ 
g Please send me free and postpaid your book telling how to make my home ar- 
r] tistic. cheery and inviting. I understand that it explains just what materials to 
: use and how to apply them — including color card—gives covering capacities,etc. Jj 
: My Dealer is ea Mabes Wabexes osensscthbne stews ioe i 
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The Outdoor Living-Room 


Gay Cushions, Plants and Easy Chairs Make 
The Porch an Ideal Summer Living-Room 


By Ruby Ross Goodnow 


NCE upon a time the American 

porch was an unsightly, ili-furnished, 

projecting member of the house. 

In summer it boasted a few un- 
comfortable rustic chairs, a sagging ham- 
mock, a collection of plants in tubs. In 
winter it was as dreary as a bare pantry 
shelf. Now that common sense and beauty 
walk hand in hand, we have learned to 
use our out-of-doors all the year round, 
and we make our porch a legitimate part 
of our house. The most dreary porch now 
has its seasons of screens or shutters or 
glass windows. We have not one porch, 
but several. We eat on porches, we live 
on porches, we sleep on porches. There- 
fore, the porch has become a part of the 
house that must have its special furniture, 
its special decoration. Whether it be 
breakfast-porch, sun-room, sleeping-porch, 
or open gallery, it demands its own. It 
may not be furnished with odds and ends 
from other parts of the house. 

Porches generally are divided into two 
classes—those that are exposed to the 
weather, and those that are partly enclosed. 
The old-fashioned open porch is difficult to 
furnish comfortably, especially if it is at 
the front of the house. A back porch or a 
side porch which opens on a private garden 
may have comfortable and informal chairs 
and hammocks, but a front porch is a diffi- 
cult problem. Ifthe 


wicker, reed, and rattan to choose from. 
I always choose the simplest possible design, 
and I always sit in a chair before I buy it. 
There should be a convenient closet where 
cushions may be stored in bad weather. 
If this does not exist, the next best thing 
is a large chest the top of which may be 
used as a table. If there are glass sashes 
as well as screens, this is not necessary. 


ITH wicker chairs I like tables of 

wood or painted iron. Wicker 

tables have an unpleasant look of 
being hard to clean. The commonest 
kitchen table may be painted some gay 
color, and be quite adequate to hold books, 
or a tea tray, or whatever is required. 

If the porch is well enclosed, chintz or 
linen may be used for coverings, and wool 
rugs of plain heavy weave, or old-fashioned 
braided or hooked rugs may be _ used. 
Grass rugs are better on an exposed porch 
Very smart coverings may be made of 
awning cloth, or even of bed ticking, in 
bright colored stripes. This heavy material 
will stand hard wear and constant sun- 
shine, and is very good decoration. 

An excellent idea for a sun-porch is a 
glass screen. When the wind is blowing 
and one wants to sit in the sun and read, 
a standing screen of glass is an excellent 
protection. Such a screen may be made 

of ordinary window 





house is far back 
from the road, it 
may have a group 
of chairs and settees, 
but even then one 
is always exposed to 
the casual visitor. 
Indeed, the best 
possible way to 
treat the front 
porch is to have a 
pair of long benches 
—stone or wood, or 
painted iron, accord- 
ing to the character 
of the house, and a 
lot of plants, rather 
formally placed, 
which will take 
away the empty 
shelf book. 

The enclosed 
porch is a very dif- 


a friend. 


ferent problem. 

Here we may use 

furniture that is 

agreeable to the eye Ruby 

as ell as to the our booklet 
s = 2 Taste. 

body. Chairs must 


be com fortable, Magazine, 
easily moved, and New York City. 
weather-proof. cents. 


There are dozens of 
chairs made of 











AKE your porch a welcoming 
spot during the long summer 
days—a place in which to rest, to 
read, to spend a pleasant hour with 


Further suggestions for furnish- 
ing the porch, sun parlors and every 
room in the small house, illustrated 
by many phetographs, selected by 
Ross Goodnow ‘are given in 
The House of Good 
To receive the booklet ad- 
dress, The Service Editor, McCall's 
236 West 
The price is ten 
Enclose this in postage. 


sashes, several small 
ones built together 
into a wide frame. 
The screen must be 
heavy enough not 
to be toppled over 
by the wind. Ina 
more protected 
porch, a screen cov- 
ered with heavy 
material will be 
found very conveni- 
ent when one wishes 
to read, in the even- 
ing, and be pro- 
tected from the gaze 
of passersby. 

Old - fashioned 
hammocks are de- 
cidedly out of fash- 
ion, but a Glou- 
cester couch ham- 
mock, neatly cover- 
ed, has a definite 
place on the family 
porch. I dislike all 
furniture _ that 
moves—rocking 
chairs and swaying 
hammocks and 
swings—and I pre- 
fer a couch of 
wicker, or a steamer 

[Turn to page 81] 
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MUNITY PLATE — 
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ANNOUNCING THE 


Binof Paradise 


ACEVER have we produced a design which has 


} 


received such immediate approval —not only from 
women whose social demands are the most exacting, 
but from artists and connoisseurs of note. For instance, 
MaxFiELD PARRISH, ¢4rtist 
Baron ve Meyer, Decorator 
Cotes PHILuips, eArtist 
Eusie pe Wo tr, Decorator 
This design reflects the modern note in decoration—the new, 


interesting and colorful. Truly of the vogue. 


Teaspoons 


Set of Six, $3.75 


AT YOUR JEWELER’S 
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SANDWICH 
Chocolate flavored cake, 
with thick creamy center; 
its daintiness appeals to 
everyone. 
A mealy morsel, 
a touch of sweetness; de- . 
licious with luscious fruit 
or berries. 
d 
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eSinabee ae biscuir 
: ~ab hehanan Occasions i 
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; crisp, pleasant to the taste : 
/ until the package is empty. 
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Rich in nutritive 
ie) | properties, baked of specially I 
if ground graham flour; children like , 
them with milk or cream. : 
+ 
are all made by the 
i I 
i bakers of i 
B * 
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What About Canned Milk? 


Not Only Does It Solve Many House- 
keeping Problems, But It Is Nutritious, Too 


By Dr. E. V. McCollum and Nina Simmonds 


School of Hygiene and Public Health, Johns Hopkins University 


ITHIN wide limits it does not 
matter what we eat provided cer- 
tain foods are always included in 
our diet. Our principal foods are 

derived from the cereal grains, highly re- 
fined, together with moderate amounts of 
meats, the never-failing potato and an 
abundance of sugar. To make good the 
shortcomings of these, our most common 
foods, special foods should always be in- 
cluded in the diet. These are our protective 
foods—milk and its products, and the leafy 
vegetables, together with a certain amount 
of raw vegetable food daily. 

The use of milk as a human food is 
rapidly increasing in America. It is the 
most important single food we possess— 
the most important protective food we 
have. Then, too, the business of produc- 
ing milk represents a more intensive form 
of agriculture than grain farming, just as 
grain farming is a more intensive and more 
profitable method of 


good diet were it not for the fact that 
canned milk and milk powders are avail- 
able at moderate cost. Even with these 
forms of milk in abundance, in the drier 
and more remote regions devoted to stock- 
raising, mining, lumbering and other occu- 
pations not associated with food produc- 
tion, it is a serious problem to plan a 
diet so as to maintain health in adults. It 
is even more serious to provide for the 

satisfactory development of children. 
Fifteen or twenty years ago canned 
foods were believed by most people to be 
inferior and unfit to eat whenever any- 
thing else was available. This belief came 
about in great measure through the abuse 
of canning by the canners themselves. They 
used preservatives that they might can 
fruits, vegetables and meats which were in 
a state of incipient decay. Their products 
were often unpalatable and even dangerous. 
The conditions have changed entirely 
within a decade. There 





producing food than 
cattle-raising for beef 
production. In a new 
country where there is 
much cheap land and 
poor. transportation, 
grazing for beef pro- 
duction is one of the 
first industries. Later, 
as the population in- 
creases and land is 
more valuable, cereal 
culture, or the growing 
of wheat, corn, oats 


and so on, takes the “hurry up” 





ITH evaporated milk 
all kinds of delicious, 


dishes can be 


is now no industry with 
higher standards of 
cleanliness, care and 
honor than the canning 
industry. 

Milk was success- 
fully condensed and 
canned in England 
about the year 1850. 
‘ In canning milk, it is 
evaporated so as to be 
of a thick creamy con- 
sistency. In this proc- 
ess only water is re- 
moved. There are two 


place of the cattle in- 
dustry. In time, as 
the population becomes 
more numerous, dairy- 
ing becomes more and 
more a prominent 
feature of agriculture 
| because an acre so 
utilized uses the labor 
of more people, and 
provides a greater 
financial return. We 
are in this stage of de- 
velopment at present. 

It is a great problem 
to distribute milk to 


made. Drop biscuits, pic- 
tured above, are one of 
them. Our booklet, Time 
Saving Cookery, prepared 
under the direction of Sarah 
Field Splint, gives you rec- 
ipes carefully contrived to 
save the home cook time 
and labor, The price of 
this booklet is ten cents. 
Practical ways of in- 
cluding milk in the daily 
dietary for the adults as 
well as the children of the 
family are shown in Menus 
for Two Weeks, by Dr. 
McCollum and Nina Sim- 
monds. The Menus and 
Plan of Internal Bathing 


methods of canning. In 
one a large amount of 
cane sugar is added to 
the evaporated milk 
and the sweetened 
product is canned, 
sealed and heated to 
sterilize it partly. It is 
not necessary that these 
sweetened milks be free 
from bacteria, for the 
sugar acts as a pre- 
servative just as it does 
in jellies and jams. 
Sweetened, evaporated 
milk is that which goes 








the people of an entire 
country. Even the vice Editor, 
milk a few miles to a 
city, its pasteurization 





are free. Address the Ser- 
McCall's Mag- 
transportation of fresh azine, 236 West 37th Street, 
New York City. 


under the name of 
“condensed milk.” Un- 
sweetened evaporated 
milk is called “evapo- 
rated milk” in the trade. 








and_ distribution, _re- 
quires much care, effi- 
cient refrigeration, and prompt handling in 
order that it may be kept for a number of 
hours in the home in a safe and palatable 
state. This is the simplest of the milk 
distribution problems. There are others 
which were solved only by the canning of 
milk or its manufacture into powdered 
and dried milks. 

Cows give much more milk during the 
spring and early summer months than they 
do later in their lactation periods, so in 
order that there may be enough milk to 
supply the demands of cities for fresh milk 
in late summer, autumn and winter, it is 
necessary that a great surplus be produced 
at other times in the year. The problem 
of the farmer and the distributor is, what 
to do with this surplus milk. 

A very considerable fraction of our 
population is isolated in mining and 
lumbering districts and other out-of-the- 
way places, where it would be difficult, if 
not impossible, to secure even a moderately 


Evaporated milk, 
having no sugar to help 
preserve it, must be heated, after the cans 
have been sealed, to a sufficiently high 
temperature and for a long enough time 
to kill all bacteria. This requires heating 
well above the boiling point of water. It 
was not possible until the development of 
modern methods of research in nutrition— 
all of which have been perfected within a 
decade—to discover what changes, if any, 
take place in the food value of milks dur- 
ing the treatment to which they are sub- 
jected during canning. 

Whenever milk is heated, the lime and 
phosphoric acid, both bone-building sub- 
stances, tend to form an insoluble com- 
pound and to separate out. In the process 
of pasteurization there accumulates on the 
surface of the vats a deposit of lime phos- 
phate which is called “milk stone.” This 
same thing happens in even greater degree 
in evaporating milk. Canned milk has lost, 
therefore some of its lime and phosphoric 

[Turn to page 61] 























Stop and Think 


Think what flavor means 
when you order oats 


Quaker Oats means super-flavor. 
Nearly all the world knows that. 


Wherever oat lovers live—in every clime—Quaker 
is their favorite brand. 


You want that extra flavor. 
where you ask. 


You can get it any- 


The cost is only one-half cent per dish. 
Then don’t forget it when you order oats. 
The oat dish is important. 

This is the greatest food that grows. 


It supplies 16 elements required for proper growth 
and vigor. 

Children will love it as you want them to love it 
if you serve a delightful form. 


That means Quaker—just the cream of the oats. 


Quaker Oats 


Big grains only 


This brand is flaked from queen grains 
only—just the rich, plump, flavory oats. 
All puny grains are discarded. 


We get but ten pounds of such flakes 
from a bushel of choice oats. Butall the 
fine flavor is in them. 





Packed in sealed round packages with removable covers 
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FINDINGS OF THE 
FOOD WORKSHOP 
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When We Go to Market 


A Knowledge of Cuts Means Lower Prices 
For Us and Better Sales for the Butcher 


By May B. Van Arsdale and Day Monroe 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia University 


BUTCHER was discussing the 
A buying habits of women. “Some 

of them seem to think that an 
» animal is made up entirely of 
steaks or chops with a few roasts thrown 
in for good measure,” he said. After 
watching his customers buy these choice 
cuts, with no thought for the disposal 
of the rest of the carcass, the reason for 
his complaint was evident. In one 
neighborhood, out of one hundred 
buyers, sixty-three chose steaks or 
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his shop trying to teach his customers 
about buying. We understood why, 
after watching him sell two or three 
large orders to women who did not 
even ask the weight or the price per 
pound. 

A woman who knows how to buy 
meat will not be imposed upon by an 
unscrupulous salesman. It is not enough 
to have just a superficial knowledge. A 
woman knowing only a little about cuts 
of meat may go marketing with a very 





Lipped preserving kettles, 2 to 20 quarts, 65c to $3.75. Triplicate saucepan sets, 2-quart capac 

ity per pan, $2.75 and $3.00. Twin-li Stew pans, I to § quarts, 1.15. Goo ; 
sauce pots, 2 to 12 quarts, 8o0c to $2.50. Convex kertles, 2 to 12. quarts, yt 2 50. —— 1 
saucepans, t to 6 quarts, soc to $1.45. (Prices somewhat higher in extreme West and Canada hd. 


Spare the Pot-of-all-Trades 


And there isn’t a need of your kitchen 


Ne ot = 


Most kitchens hold at least one pot-of- 
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all-trades, one pot or pan or 

that almost hourly is called upon to 
do work for which it never was de- 
signed—to boil a gallon of water for 
one three-minute egg. Annoying 
things like that... . 


Totally unnecessary and highly extrav- 
agant --when a very few dollars spent 
for several thoughtfully selected Viko 
utensils will spare the overworked 
pot-of-all-trades and end its reckless 
waste of fuel, time, nerves and energy. 


VIKO, The Popular Aluminum, is so 
inexpensive to buy and so well-made 
and lasting that its years of faithful 
service will cost you next to nothing. 


for which the complete Viko line can- 
not supply just the style and just the 
size that will serve you best. 


Every Viko utensil is built—by the 
world’s manufacturer of alu- 
minum ware—of pure thick metal 
which has been made tough and 
strong by paar under eight tons’ 
posgmees which has been given a 

ard, smooth surface that spells easy 
cleaning and lasting beauty. 


Good stores by the thousand sell Viko. 
Look for it, examine it, note the 
reasonable prices. Write for our mini- 
ature catalog No. A5: it illustrates 
many interesting Viko articles. 


Dealers—Ask Your Jobber 


Aluminum Goods Manufacturing Company 
General Offices: Manitowoc, Wis., U.S.A. 


Makers of Everything in cAluminum 





LIRO 


‘The Popular Aluminum 


Gives every facility of electric rangeplus every advantage 
of fireless cooker at less cost than a wood oil stove. 
New Invention 
Revolutionizes Cooking 
Saves 50% to 75% fuel cost 

Rakes, roasts, boils, stews, fries, toasts. 
Needs no watching. Shuts electricity 
eff automatically. Attaches to any 
electric socket. Me special wiring. 
Write for FREE Home Science Cook 
Book, 30-day FREE trial offer and 
direct factory prices 

WM. CAMPGELL CO. Dept. 21 
Detroit, Mich. Georgetown, Ont. 

















Flakes much enlarged 


New-Day Bran 


Now made delicious 


Why not make bran likable? 

Good health, good cheer require it 
One cannot omit it without penalties 
The new way is to make it a delight. 

Pettijohn’s is soft rolled wheat — the 


most flavory wheat that grows. No 
home serves a finer morniug dainty. Yet 
each flake conceals 25% bran so it is 


hardly noticed. 


It supplies whole wheat 
with its 12 needed minerals 
and its vitamines, also the 
essential bran. And makes 


both very welcome. Try it 
tomorrow. 


Pettijohns 


Rolled Soft Wheat — 











| on, Cocoanut, Chocolate and Boston Cream. 
Each makes 





25% Bran | 


Agents: $10 a Day 


Get started at once selling this wonderful 
Perfection Pie Filling. Makes the most 
delicious home made tasty pies ever—in just 
a jiffy. No eggs, no milk, no butter needed. 

verything in the Filling. Just add water. 
then bake. ys sey is always ready and 
never fails to 


ni 
Work Spare Time or Full Time °/ ji i 
MN dy ny Everybody buys hee. 
Perfection. A trial order means a 
steady Put upin four varieti 











— 
Lem- yy 








from 5 to6 pies. Notsold ~“ 


in stores, Write for money-making proposition. 


| AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO., 7555 American Bldg., Cincinnati, Obie 





POMPEIAN 
OLIVE OIL 


Sold Everywhere 


GOINTOBUSINES sleet 
str Wia hci Bort psei’s 
si Recta Pat ORANGE, N. J. 


w. tank 





chops and twenty-two, roasts. 

When the butcher cuts up a side of 
beef he knows that he can count on 
having for sale approximately : 


Steaks . 18% 
(Sirloin, porterhouse and round) 

Soup BOI sda ocd are of oceania ep 

23% 


(Prime rib, blade, top sirloin, cross 
rib, bottom round, horse shoe cut) 


Cc huck, flank, skirt and rump..... 13% 
DS t: aenenae acetates dee eee 8% 
gS 4 ; 10% 
RAR Sa 2 Oe ee 5% 
DUIGD  swandcedsneeensseeones 1% 

EE daacnend Vo uisebdvanhee 100% 


He faces the 


definite idea that she wants a porter- 
house steak. She may be desperately 
disappointed to find that the butcher 
has only a sirloin, not knowing that 
many people consider it an even better 
cut. She should know enough to know 
that she can usually substitute one cut 
for another and should make her choice, 
not before, but after seeing what the 
market affords, and the price. In this 
way, both she and the butcher can 
profit. He can come nearer to dispos- 
ing of the whole animal if his cus- 
tomer is open to suggestions, and she 
can often find a bargain. 

Only about one- 
fourth of the women 





necessity of selling 
the whole animah. 
if he can. But 
when, out of one 
hundred customers, 
sixty-two want 
steaks—only 
eighteen per cent. of 
the carcass—what is 
to become of the 





ELICIOUS candies to be 


buying roasts asked 
for the trimmings. 
Of those who did 
not ask for the 
trimmings, five 
bought extra soup 
bones and left be- 
hind the bones from 
their prime rib 
roasts! Out of two 


rest ? made at heme—creamy hundred and sixty- 

The butcher buys fudge, penuchi, caramels, four women buying 
a whole side of beef nut candies and quaint meat, only sixty- 
and pays a fiat lollypops for the children— two watched the 
price per pound. In who does not want new scales. This inat- 
selling he must eee —— cae tention cost one 
charge enough more , — - woman thirty-two 
than he paid to tee one Se Sees cents, the ieachor 


cover his expenses— 
rent, delivery, wages 
and a profit suffi- 
cient to make it 
worth his while to 
stay in business. 
But sometimes he 
finds that he cannot 
even get as much as 
he paid for the less 
desired cuts. He 
must sell them at a 
loss. This means 
that he must in- 
crease the price of 
the cuts which are 
most in demand, 
making them carry 
not only his costs 
of doing business, 


is ten cents. 
Service 





Our booklet, Some Kea- 
sons Why in Cookery, by 
May B, Van Arsdale, Day 
Monroe, and Mary I. Barber 
of the Department of Foods 
Teachers Col- 
lege, compiled from their 
articles previously publish- 
ed in MeCall’s—gives you 
explanations of the princi- 
ples of candy 
making; of the making of ing to 
ices and ice creams, and 
salad dressings, all the in- 
formation limited usually 
to students of cookery and 
Home Economics. 

The price of the booklet 
Address: The 


and Cookery, 


Editor, 
Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City. 


charging her that 
much more than 
her meat should 
have cost! This 
might have been an 
unintentional error 
on his part as it 
was the rush hour 
and he was hurry- 
serve the 
shop full of waiting 
customers. But had 
she been watching, 
she might have cor- 
rected the error. 

It was surprising 
to note how many 
women purchased 
meat without ask- 
ing the price per 


and cake- 


McCall's 








but also the losses 
sustained on the 
other cuts. No wonder steak is high! 
It has been estimated that if people 
would use the coarser cuts of meat it 
would bring down the prices of the 
finer steaks and chops as much as 
twenty or thirty per cent. 

Some of the butchers say that 
women buy steaks and chops because 
they do not want to stay at home long 
enough to do much cooking. They live 
from hand to mouth, buying in small 
quantities only such food as can be 
prepared hurriedly. Is this an unjust 
criticism?- Perhaps some women do not 
know enough about cooking to bring 
out the flavor of the coarser cuts. 

Investigation showed that more 
roasts were sold on Saturday than any 
other day. Is this because the women 
have more money on Saturday night, 
or more time to cook on Sunday? Or 
is it because we have a national tradi- 
tion of a large Sunday dinner? 

In talking with several butchers, 
they agreed that they liked to have 
their customers know as much as pos- 
sible about meat. The only exception 


was a dealer in a wealthy neighborhood 
who said he would have no one around 


pound. Fully half 
of them simply 
asked for the meat they wished, without 
any attempt at comparing prices of two 
or three possible cuts. 

From this study it will appear that 
there is a connection between our buy- 
ing habits and the high price of meat. 
Until we can persuade our families to 
eat a variety of cuts of meat, we will 
have to pay the price of the entire 
animal for our steaks and roasts. If 
for every meal at which we use one of 
these finer cuts of meat, we conscien- 
tiously plan another meal using a 
coarser cut, we will be doing a great 
deal toward creating a market for the 
whole carcass. This seems to be a very 
tangible way for the housewife to help 
bring down prices. 

Nor is the butcher eager to have his 
customer leave the trimmings of the 
meat she has bought, and for which she 
has paid a good price. He sells them 
for only a very small sum to the soap- 
maker. The woman can use them in 
her home to far greater advantage. 

Every shop keeper welcomes as a 
customer the housewife who does her 
marketing with an intelligent compre- 
hension of the laws of buying and selling. 
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Doctor Crabtree’s 
own little boy— 


Dr. B. F. Crabtree, of Anderson, Mo., 
is a physician who prescribes Eagle 
Brand on occasion. 

He says, “‘The ‘flu’ unfortunately left 
me with a 90 days’ old baby. The 
only recourse was for me individu- 
ally to care for him— which I did, 
feeding him and taking him with me 
on all my visits regardless of weather. 


“I placed him on Eagle Brand and 
nothing else. After the bottle he used 
Eagle Brand as a beverage and has 
continued to do so more or less up 
to the present time.” 





Many Doctors 


recommend it 
GREAT many physicians 


recommend Eagle Brand 
Condensed Milk when artificial 
food must be used; in difficult 
feeding cases when other foods 
have failed; when mothers are 
obliged to travel with young 
children; or when a family lives 
far from the ordinary conve- 
niences of life. 


Eagle Brand is thoroughly diges- 
tible and has saved the lives of 
many babies according to their 
own mothers’ testimony. It is 
absolutely pureand standardized. 


If you cannot nurse your baby, 
feed him the safe, sure Eagle 
Brand way. Eagle Brand is milk 
—pure, rich country milk con- 
densed with sugar. It is the nat- 
ural, normal food for baby when 
mother’s milk fails. In fact, Eagle 
Brand is more used than all other 
infant foods combined. 


THE BORDEN COMPANY 
176 Borden Building New York 


EAGLE BRAND 


Wouldn’t you like to 
have a copy of “Baby’s 
Welfare”, the new 
Borden baby book? It 














Modern Methods of 
Teaching School 


[Continued from page 2] 


vine to grow a “potato” on the root and 
a “tomato” on the top. And so I could 
go on through a long list, but what is the 
use? The only thing to do is to be a law 
unto yourself. No one need take the trouble 
to write me a letter telling me that some 
of our modern dictionaries sanction this 
usage. I am perfectly well aware of it, 
but in the parlance of the day, “it gets my 
goat” just the same. 

It appeals to me that in the modern 
methods of teaching school a little too 
much stress is laid upon the development 
of a child’s mentality through the medium 
of such a course as was adopted with the 
small Susy previously referred to. A child’s 
will must not be broken by forcing it to 
obey; it must not be under the curb of any 
authority lest it should not make a proper 
spiritual development. When I watch the 
lines along which a good many of our 
youngsters of today are developing, I am 
frank to confess the old methods appeal 
to me, proper or improper. I certainly 
believe with Solomon that if you “spare 
the rod, you spoil the child,” by which I 
do not mean that children should be beaten 
black and blue to enforce obedience, but 
I do mean that, by some method, they 
should be taught obedience. By some 
hook or crook, they should be taught a 
proper degree of respect for people older 
than themselves and those in positions sup- 
posed to be of authority. I do mean that 
a polite word and a cheerful smile should 
be more habitual with a properly reared 
child than rudeness and a scowl. I have 
this to say for the methods under which I 
got my early schooling: we obeyed either 
our parents or our teachers or the elder 
members of our family, politely and in- 
stantly. We knew our lessons before we 
went to school. When we finished a course 
of schooling we were able to spell any 
word that a teacher was able to pronounce 
to us. Our mentality had been exercised 
until we were able to repeat any poem, 
oration, or speech that our school books 
contained and dozens of others from out- 
side sources. We were always in keen 
competition with our classmates in an 
effort to see who could get the highest 
grades. In those days competition was 
fostered by numerical grading. Below 
seventy-five was flat failure. Ninety-nine 
plus was the best that could be hoped for. 
We never got a hundred in anything except 
spelling or mathematics. There it was 
conceded we could be right. In any other 
subject there was a supposition that in 
some way, no matter how well we did our 
work, we might have done a faint degree 
better indicated by the plus, but not justi- 
fied by the top notch one hundred. By 
this method of grading every pupil in the 
class knew exactly where he stood and 
where every one else stood, and there was 
a strong incentive to work toward the 
highest grading. 

In later years an A, B and C method 
of grading was established, and this still 
left some small spirit of rivalry, though I 
do not think to the degree that the figures 
produced. Today, the children of my 
family come home with a printed card 
with the pupil’s name at the top, the 
teacher’s at the bottom, and a place for 
parental signature. If the pupil has done 
satisfactory work, the card is a blank; if 
the work is not satisfactory it contains a 
red check. Very frequently the red check 
does not tell a parent anything as to the 
cause of dissatisfaction. If it is opposite 
Conduct, Arithmetic, or some branch of 
study, the parent knows that there is dis- 
satisfaction. Just wherein the teacher has 
failed in teaching ihe pupil according to 
these methods that parents do not under- 
stand, and are requested not to interfere 
with, I do not know, but I do know that 
every red check which a child carries home 
is two against the teacher. Since parents 
are specifically requested not to interfere 
with the teachers of the child, if a child 
fails, it is because the teacher has made a 
failure of teaching it what it was sup- 
posed to know or to have learned in school. 

It is all an extremely vexing question. 
Everywhere I hear parents complaining 
that their children are not really being 
educated, they are not solidly rooted and 
grounded in the first principles of the 
essentials they are going to have to use in 
doing their work and living their daily 
lives. Their youth is being wasted, their 
time being wasted; they have little respect 
either for the past or the present, and not 
any particularly bright prospect for the 
future. 

Conversely, teachers complain that the 
children who are sent to them have not 
been taught politeness, courtesy and obedi- 
ence in their homes. It is an old complaint 
with teachers that children are sent to 
school for the sake of getting rid of them 
in the homes. Another familiar complaint 
on the part of the teachers is that parents 
do not visit the schools and take the interest 
in them that they did in an earlier genera- 
tion. Personally, I do not understand why 

{Turn to page 57] 
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cAnswers the Call For 
Greater Cooking Speed 
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Unsurpassed } 


Cooking Speed 
This latest NEW PERFEC- 
TION range is equipped 
exclusively with SUPER- 
FEX Burners. One burner 
on every stove is the big 
GIANT SUPERFEX. The 
others are “‘little Giants’ 
or standard size SUPER- 
FEX Burners. 


The standard SUPERFEX 
equals the cooking speed 
of the ordinary gas burner 
and is faster than any other 
oil burner, except its own 
big brother the GIANT 
SUPERFEX. And the big 
GIANT itself is unsur- 
passed even by the giant 
gas burner. 


4 
< 





+ 


Price of range 


Without cabinet 
and oven - $58.50 


(Prices are slightly higher 
in far West, Southwest 
and Canada.) 
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HOUSANDS of busy women 
who for years had been eager 
to cook faster are now finding 
complete satisfaction in the NEW 
PERFECTION Oil Range with 
newly invented SUPERFEX Burn- 


ers, announced scarcely a year ago. 


To suburb and farm it brings at 
last the longed-for speed of gas. 
To the city user it affords the ad- 
ded advantage of a fuel costing 


: less than eighty-five-cent gas. 


illustrated « $80.80 @ 
7 Let your dealer demonstrate how 


7 the powerful SUPERFEX Burners 
j answer the speed-call, then look 


at the other features (many new 
this year) that fit this range for 
year-round use in any home. 
Priced in numerous models at from 
$36.00 to $145.00. 


In addition to the new SUPERFEX 
Models our long established Blue 
Chimney Models of the NEW PER- 
FECTION line used in over 4,000,000 
homes, continue to be the world’s 
most satisfactory oil stoves at their 
lower range of prices. 


THE CLEVELAND METAL PRODUCTS CO. 
7301 Platt Avenue Cleveland, Ohio 


Also Makers of PERFECTION Oil Heaters 
Sold in Canada by Perfection Stove Co., Ltd., Sarnia, Ont. 


NEW PERFECTION 


Oil Range with SUPERFEX Burners 
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The Spirit 
of Health! 


Children who play need plenty of energy 
food to nourish and replenish their bodies. 
The average mother does not realize the great 
and important part food minerals play in the 
function of nutrition. 


If you would have your boy or girl grow 
up strong and robust see to it that their foods 
contain such body-building, blood-making 
minerals as iron, lime, phosphorus and 
potassium! 


Begin NOW! Take a definite, deter- 
mined step toward protecting your loved 
ones against sickness by serving Kellogg's 
delicious life-sustaining KRUMBLES, which 
contain every atom of whole wheat. Every 
member of your family will delight in their 
crispness and nut-like favor. KRUMBLES 
will help keep them well and strong. Ready 
to serve. All grocers. 


a 
WHOLE WHEAT—ready to eat! 


KRUMBLES 


She only whole-wheat food with a delicious flavor! 





“I wish we hada 


BOSS OVEN— 


“Then we too could always 
have home-made goodies like 
your mother bakes.” 


The Boss Oven is a neces- 
sity with every oil stove. Pro- 
vides the baking efficiency of 
an expensive range and yet 
costs only a few dollars. 


No burning. Bakings are 
always in full view. The large 
glass door is a convenience and 
protection. Fully guaranteed. 
Over 2 000,000 sold. Used in 
every section of the country. 
A style and size to meet every 
requirement. Guaranteed to 
bake satisfactorily on all good 
oil or gas stoves. 





Only the 
genuine is 
stamped 
with the 
name— 
BOSS OVEN 


THE 
HUENEFELD 


COMPANY 
Established 50 years 
Cincinnati, 0. 
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For Feasts and Festivals 


Menus and Recipes for New Dishes That Carry 
The Suggestions of June-Time Entertaining 


By Lilian M. Gunn 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia University 


URING these June days there 
are sure to be many special 
parties and festivities for the 
bride and her sister, the graduate. 

Whatever the occasion, the desire is 
to serve something out of the ordinary, 
but at the same time, it must be a menu 
which can be prepared in the home 
kitchen. 

For a large function the buffet style 
of serving is the most practical. Ar- 
range the dishes on a large serving-table 
—with piles of plates, napkins and silver 
—and the guests may serve themselves. 
Or two friends of the hostess may be 
asked to sit at the table and do the 
serving. For a small party there is 
nothing so pretty nor so hospitable as 
one large table or a number cf small 
ones set with as many covers as there 
are guests. 

With a little thought a pretty and 
appropriate color scheme can be worked 
out in the table decorations and the 
foods served. 

Pretty place cards, paper favors at 
each place to hold nuts and candies, low 
bowls of flowers, 


and bring slowly to the boil. Boil four 
hours and cool in the water in which it 
has cooked. When nearly cold drain 
and pull off the skin. This may be 
done the day before and the ham baked 
when desired. 

To bake: Take equal parts of bread 
crumbs and brown sugar and sprinkle 
thickly all over the fat part of the ham. 
Stick in cloves about one-half inch 
apart. Bake slowly one hour. Baste 
every ten minutes. A little boiling 
water may be put in the pan for the 
basting, or cider may be used. 


CHICKEN MOUSSE 


% cup of thick cream 


1 tablespoon gelatin 
% teaspoon grated 


\% cup cold water 


% cup hot chicken onion 
stock % teaspoon pepper 
2 cups cold chopped \% teaspoon paprika 


chicken 1 teaspoon salt 


Soak the gelatin in the cold water 
and then pour on the hot stock to 
dissolve it. Add the seasonings to the 
chicken and combine with the gelatin 
mixture. Whip the cream and fold into 
the first mixture. 
Put into small in- 





colored candles jn 
glass or silver 
candlesticks make 
the luncheon or 
supper table at- 
tractive. 


A PINK LUNCHEON 
Tomato Bisque with 
croutons 
Baked Ham 
Green Peas 
Potato Croquettes 





IRPLANE tomatoes! 


dividual molds or 
in one large mold. 
Let it harden for 
four hours. Garnish 
with pimiento and 
asparagus tips. 


RHUBARB CREAM 
1 tablespoon gelatin 
% cup cold water 
1 cup rhubarb, cut fine 


Salmon Salad 
Bread and Butter Folds 
Strawberry Ice-Cream 
Coffee Fancy Cakes 


YELLOW AND GREEN 
COLOR SCHEME 


Orange Cocktail 
Fillet of Beef 
Buttered Asparagus 
Duchess Potatoes 
Gingerale Salad (filled 
with peas and minced 
almonds) 

Egg Biscuit 
Snow Pudding 
(garnished with citron) 
Custard Sauce 
Yellow Mints Coffee 


GREEN AND WHITE 
COLOR SCHEME 
Pineapple Bracts 

Creamed Chicken in 

Bread Cases 
Green String Beans 
French Fried Potatoes 
Olives 

Lettuce with cream- 

cheese balls 
French dressing 


Don’t they sound allur- 
ing? 

Recipes for these and 
for many other special 
luncheon and supper dishes, 
toothsome delights for tea, 
new ideas for sandwiches, 
biscuits, and salads, with 
menus for Bridal Break- 
fasts, Birthday Dinners, 
Receptions, Banquets and 
Children’s Parties are given 
in our booklet—What To 
Serve At Parties. 

Whether you intend to 
do much entertaining, or 
are looking for new dishes 
to tempt your family’s ap- 
petites, you will want this. 
The booklet has been pre- 
pared by Mrs. Gunn, whose 
recipes, prepared and tested 
for MeCall readers, are 
practical and economical. 

To receive the booklet, 
Address: The Service Ed- 
itor, MecCall’s Magazine, 
236 West 37th Street, New 


1 cup grated pineapple 
(with the juice) 

% cup sugar 

% cup water 

1 cup whipped cream 


Soak the gelatin 
in the cold water. 
Cook the rhubarb, 
pineapple and sugar 
with the one-half 
cup water until the 
rhubarb is soft, add 
the soaked gelatin. 
Stir until gelatin is 
dissolved. C 0 o 1. 
When it begins to 
stiffen, add the 
whipped cream and 
mold. 


STRAWBERRY CHAR- 
LOTTE RUSSE 


2 tablespoons gelatin 

% cup cold water 

2 cups whipped cream 

2 cups strawberry pulp 
and juice 


Salt crackers York City. 
Pistachio and Vanilla tem cents. 


Ice-Cream 





The price is 


\% cup sugar a 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 








Bride’sCake Macaroons 
Coffee 


FROZEN SALAD 
1 cup mayonnaise 1 cream cheese 
dressing 4 tablespoons powdered 
1 cup whipped cream 
1 cup fresh shredded 
pineapple 


sugar 
1 small bottle mara- 
schino cherries 


Sprinkle the pineapple with the 
sugar, cut the cherries fine and chill 
for one hour. 

Mash the cheese with a silver fork 
and add slowly the whipped cream until 
you have a smooth mixture. Drain all 
the juice from the fruit, add the mayon- 
naise, the cheese mixture and the re- 
maining cream. 

Fill a mold with the mixture and 
cover with greased paper. Put on the 
cover of the mold and pack in ice and 
salt, using two parts ice to one of salt. 
Let it stand at least three hours. To 
unmold, take from the ice and run cold 
water over mold for a few seconds. 


BAKED HAM 


Soak the ham in cold water for 
three hours. Cover with fresh water 


Soak the gelatin 
in cold water. Heat 
half the fruit juice, pour over the gelatin 
mixture, add the rest of the juice, the 
sugar and lemon. When cold and com- 
mencing to stiffen add the cream, beaten 
stiff. Mold in macaroon rings which 
have been set in a cup. To make the 
rings: Melt very slowly one-half cup 
sugar in a pan, stirring all the time 
until it is brown. Place over hot water 
to prevent hardening. Dip the edges of 
a macaroop in this, and place against 
the inside of a cup. Put a second 
macaroon next to it and hold for a 
minute until the sugar hardens, making 
a ring in the cup in this way. When 
the strawberry mixture is put in and 
hard, the ring will hold together when 
the mixture is turned out. 


STUFFING FOR DATES 


. 1 cream cheese 


% cup minced citron 
5 candied cherries cut fine 
2 tablespoons pistachio nuts chopped 
till like dust 
Moisten with orange juice to make 
of packing consistency. 


In following these recipes use level measurements and standard 
measuring cups and spoons. Each recipe serves about six persons. 
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h Entertains 





Here isa 


Suggested Menu 


Fruit Cup 
Jellied Chicken Jewel Salad 
Rolls and Coffee 


Nut Frappe or Strawberry 
Parfait and Sponge Cake 


Candies—French Dainties 


Alt these dishes are not 

only beautiful to the eye 
but dainty and delicious to 
the taste —Other menus may 
be had for the asking. 








JEWEL SALAD 
4 envelope KNOX Sparkling Gelatine 


\% cup mild vinegar 


4 cup cucumber 
2/ 3 cup pineapple 


Ya cup canned sliced 
pineapple 
4 cup cold water 
¥4 cup sugar 


yrup 
y I tablespoonful of 
i 
% cup boiling water 


lemon juice 
Few grains of salt 


Pare, chop, and drain cucumber. Chop, 
and drain pineapple. (There should be 
% cup of each.) Mix cucumber and 
pineapple, add gelatine, which has been 
soaked in cold water and dissolved in 
boiling water; add remaining ingre- 
dients. Turn into large or individual 
molds, first dipped in cold water, and 
chill. Remove from molds to nest oflet- 
tuce leaves. Accompany with mayon- 
naise dressing and any garnish desired. 
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4 
NUT FRAPPE 
% envelope KNOX Sparkling Gelatine 


% cup cold water 
4 cup sugar 
I cup cooked pine- 

apple and straw- 
berries 

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes 

and dissolve over hot water. Add 

dissolved gelatine to whipped cream, 

milk and sugar; stir in beaten egg 

white. When cold, add the pineapple 

and strawberries, which have been 

chopped in small pieces, also the 

chopped nuts. Serve ice cold in sher- 

bet glasses. 


FREE Recipes and M 

E shall be glad to send you, not 

only Mrs. Knox’s book contain- 
ing recipes for over a hundred dainty 
desserts and salads, but also a list of 
suggested menus especially selected 
for June entertaining Just send 4 
cents, to cover cost of postage, and 
your grocer’s name. 


KNOA 


GELATINE 


108 Knox Ave., Johnstown, N.Y. 
oe the as Quality”’ 


I cup cream or 
evaporated milk 
% cup of milk 
1 cup chopped nuts 
White of one egg 
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GELATINE 
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Modern Methods of 
Teaching School 


[Continued from page 53] 


A Correction 


JN Mrs. Porter’s article in the May issue 

of McCall’s on “Shall We Save Natural 
Beauty?” an error occurs in the state- 
ment, “since maturity I have seen but one 
‘wild’ duck.” It should be, “since maturity 
I have seen but one ‘wood’ duck.” 

Mrs. Porter says, “I am eager that this 
correction should be made because | 
know of no bird, including the grandest 
of the tropics, more exquisitely colored 
or having so many combinations set in 
opposition to each other with such ex- 
quisite precision as the ‘wood’ duck.” 


parents should visit the schools or take an 
interest in them when the schools are con- 
ducted in a manner that the parents do 
not understand. I cannot see how any 
parent could do anything but waste time 
in sitting through at least half of the in- 
struction given in the public schools of 
today. I mean specifically, phonetic spell- 
ing and reading, and other instruction 
which has been evolved by recent methods 
and which parents could not possibly take 
the time to learn, if they happen to be 
busy people having a living to make for 
their children as a result of individual 
effort. I cannot in the least see the view- 
point of the school boards who are pro- 
hibiting the engaging of married women 
as teachers. It results in the employment 
of inexperienced young women and the 
development of the ridiculous condition 
last winter in one city with which I am 
very familiar, that caused a rule to be 
passed forbidding the teachers of the High 
School to accept invitations to dances or 
allow themselves to be escorted anywhere, 
by youths who were their pupils. Natu- 
rally, if a teacher is so young that she is 
going in the same society and can be ap- 
propriately escorted by her pupil as a male 
attendant, she has not so very much more 
crudition and experience than her pupil that 
it is fair for her to be paid a living salary 
for his instruction. 

There is, too, on the part of teachers, 
the constant complaint that young people 
of these days are allowed so many social 
stunts and so much diversion outside of 
school that they secure no benefit from 
their school work. There are so many 
clubs and sororities, so much motoring and 
dancing, that the pupil who tries to do all 
of it and make a fair grade in school ends 
with a wrecked nervous system, or ages 
prematurely to such an extent that ten 
or fifteen years can be added to the ap- 
pearance of either girls or boys, girls 
especially, since their nervous systems are 
more highly developed and they have 
physical conditions to cope with from 
which the boys are exempt. One young 
woman within my knowledge in her third 
year university course, was told recently 
that in appearance she looked like a 
woman of thirty. She instantly acquiesced, 
saying that she realized it. During the 
school vacation while she was at home 
living quietly, she said she appeared like 
what she was, a girl of nineteen; but she 
had not been back in school three months 
before she learned from her mirror that 
she resembled a fagged woman of thirty 
and she added, with a hopeless little laugh, 
that it was inevitable, all the girls did, 
since if they confined themselves to their 
studies alone they were cut and ostracized 
and life made so disagreeable for them, 
that it was unendurable. If they started 
in on social stunts at all, they had to put 
in an appearance at all of them or there 
was fault-finding and dissatisfaction. It is 
an undeniable truth that the children of 
wealthy parents have been allowed to enter 
our schools and colleges and so dominate 
the social life that the school life has been 
made of necessity unbearable for the boys 
and girls who go with the intention of 
preparing themselves for teachers and any 
other professional life, or for literary work. 

I am aware of the fact that it does not 
do much good to find fault with any 
existing conditions unless one can offer a 
remedy. The remedy I would offer to 
parents is to train their children from birth 
to courtesy, obedience and a habit of study 
before they turn them over to the teachers 
of the public schools. The remedy I would 
suggest to the schools is that they hire 
teachers of mature age and experience who 
are working at teaching as a profession 
instead of a makeshift by which to sup- 
ply a wardrobe or a trousseau. I am 
familiar with the old argument that mar- 
ried women are uncertain as teachers be- 
cause of possible motherhood. But as I 
look on and study conditions, I cannot see 
that a greater number of married teachers 
lose their positions from this reason than 
do single teachers from contracting mar- 
riages. And the remedy I would suggest 
in the walks of higher education is that 
the entrance to universities and colleges be 
made such a stiff mental test that young 
people going solely for the social side of 
[Turn to page 80] 
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Lev’ $ iS it often!”’ and he extends his plate for “more.” 


“Aren’t you?” she laughingly asks, as she serves, for the 
| second time, the deliciously cooked, appetizingly biowned 


macaroni. 3 
( “Tt may be the macaroni! It may be the cook. But anyhow 
| it’s great!” he adds enthusiastically. 


) “The cook,” she responds, “pays tribute where tribute is 
~ due-——to Larkin Macaroni. I learned how good Larkin 
: Macaroni is from mother. It’s the kind she has always 
\ served. I’m glad you want 
» it often!” 





ARKIN 
SHORT-C 


NOODLES 





Larkin 
Short-Cut Macaroni 


is a favorite dish in thousands upon 
thousands of American homes 
e where the children.as well as the 
grownups clamor to “have it 
often.” 


Only the finest grade of Farina 
flour is used in Larkin Macaroni, 
giving a high percentage of nutri- 
tion. Splendidly prepared in our 
clean, light factories, the house- 





Larkin Short-Cut Spaghetti 
Wholesome, nutritious, economicai 
i An ideal meat substitute. 


Larkin Short-Cut Noodles wife’s part in its cooking is ye: 
Pure and palatable, msnufactured in " formed in 10 minutes. nd my: 
on spotless _Seetien of high-grade how appealing is a dish of weil- 
tng cooked Larkin Macaroni with a 














comes browned from the oven to 
your table! 

Larkin Macaroni may be ordered from 
the Larkin Factories through any Larkin 
Secretary in your neighborhood, who 
will be glad to make a place fer you in 
her Club. 


Latest Catalog 26 on request. 


Larkhttt Co tne. 
Established, 1875 


A Natienal Institution 


Buffalo, N. Y. 
Peoria, Ill. 


LARKIN 
SHORT-CUT 


MACAO! 











Chicago, Iil. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Dept. C 






Ice Cream 
the g minute 
ALASKA 
Way 












Other types of 
Alaskas—each the 
best of its kind 


Tue regular ‘‘Alaska’’, 7 
to 20 gt., with double mo- 
tion and aerating spoon 
dasher. The ‘‘ Peerless’, 7 
to 25 gt., with fewest parts 
of any freexer made. The 
“‘North Pole’, 1 to 4 qt., 
with steel tub. And the 
**Polar’’, a $7.50, 2 qt. 
high-grade metal Freezer. 
All easy-turning 3 to 5 min- 
ute freezers, All dealers. 













The Be 


How to Prepare Fresh Pine- 
apples the Cuban Way 


Grasp the pineapple 
firmly in one hand, 
then take hold of 
foliage with the 
other hand and twist 
it off, 





Now slice the fruit 
across in thick slices 
not less than three 

uarters of an inch 
thick. 


Put asliceonaplate. 
Then run a sharp 
knife around the 
edge of the slice, in- 
side the l. It then 
comes off, with eyes, 
easily. 

Cut across the slice 
asshownindiagram, 
four cuts, one on 
each side of the core 
The core will be out 
without any waste. 


FREE 


canning directions. 


WEST INDIES 


IMPORTING CO. 
236 North Clark St., Chicago 


PECIAL 


onomical 2qt. Freezer 


Fresh Pineapples 


RECIPE BOOK 


Fill out the coupon with 
yourname and addressand 
mail it. ae oy send you 
free a Book of Recipes con- ‘ 7 
taining many new and de- West Indies Fruit Imp. Co. 
lightful ways to serve fresh 
pineapples, also simple 





“Sh—Daddy, 


ice cream for dinner 
—an’\ turned the freezer!” 


S’ EASY to make, so pure, such an economical 
dish—home made ice cream—if made in 
the Alaska Special. You can have so many 
kinds of frozen desserts and as often as you wish. 


Costly? Not at all; this durable, easy-to- 
turn Special is marked $2.25 at your dealer’s; 
in the far West $2.50. Get one today. You 
cannot afford to be without it. 


Try this in your new Alaska 


Frozen Peacnes. One quart can of peaches mashed 
through a sieve, one pint of cream, two eggs well 
beaten, two quarts milk, sugar to taste Put in the 
Alaska and freeze same as you would ice cream. 


Send for recipe book of Frozen Desserts. 
THE ALASKA FREEZER COMPANY 
Winchendon, Mass. 





Deliciores ! 
Fresh Pineapple Salad 


Now In Season 


This is pineapple time in Cuba. Delicious, 
scented, sugary pineapples are arriving daily 
from Cuba by fast steamers. The season is 
short, only about six weeks. So enjoy this 
wonderful fruit now, while it is inexpensive. 
A few cents will buy a great, luscious pine- 
apple, enough for a whole family. 


During the season this aristocrat of fruits 
is one of the least expensive fruits you can 
buy, and it is one of the most healthful 
you can eat. 


The juice is rich in valuable elements. It 
abounds in bromelin, a ferment which acts 
as a powerful digestant, and is rich in fruit 
sugars and acids, all good for the human 
system. Doctors recommend pineapple for 
many ailments, especially as an aid to 
digestion. 

Eat fresh pineapple daily during the short 
season. It is a delightful variant of the 
home menu. 

This is the best time to can fresh pine- 
apples. Home canned pineapple is more 
delicious, than the commercial article, say 
cooking experts. It tdstes more like fresh 
fruit. Canning is easy, Our book of recipes 
tells you how, 


Dept. C 236 N. Clark St., Chicago 


Please mail me your Book of Recipes for 
serving Fresh Pineapples. 


FRUIT 


AGOGO o.oo cccvecccccccccccvccccccccevecsoece 
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City and State. .......-cccccccceseccccccccccce 
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Yes, That’s Another Idea! 


Let’s Make Food Have the Tricky, Delicious 
Flavor and Taste That Great Chefs Give to It 


By F.G. O. 


yum! If that isn’t the very soul of 

June, I don’t know what is. But 

have you tried beating them up to- 
gether? I. G. says that she does “when 
there aren’t quite enough berries to go 
round ‘as is’: Crush the berries in a bowl 
with a litthe powdered sugar, beat the cream 
stiff, fold in the crushed fruit, and serve on 
slices of plain cake which you’ve moistened 
slightly with strawberry juice.” 


G yum teat AND CREAM, yum- 


My Frienps Go Foop-ApvENTURING, 
and then come to me with their discoveries. 

For instance, I hear: 

That little red cinnamon-drops in 
apple-sauce give it a 
delicious flavor and @. 


up the quart measure with water. Put all 
that the quart measure contains with the 
rice in the upper part of a double boiler 
and cook over hot water without stirring 
until the rice has absorbed the water, and 
the vegetables are soft. 

Serve with plenty of butter. Rice 
without flavor? Not this rice! If you 
have a better idea, let me know. 


It’s More or Less oF A WONDER why 
we women aren’t ready to sue the cook- 
book makers for breach-of-promise. 

However, A. J. S. writes us: 

“There’s always something you can do 
with food that ‘goes wrong’—at least, 
almost always. 

“You can whip a 





delightful color. 

That gratings of 
orange peel in rice pud- 
ding tease the palate in 
a most subtle manner. 

That tapioca makes 
an excellent thickening 
material for soups. 


Au, I Have Some- 
THING Reatty NEw 
for you—another hot 
salad! I say another 
because I assume that 
you know hot potato 
salad. But you don’t 
know hot chicken 
salad, do you? 

To make it, the 
cold chicken is cubed, 
seasoned and put into 
the ice-box for an hour. 
Just before you make 
the hot dressing, you 
heat the chicken over 
water—that is, in a 
double boiler. 


Recipes, by 


doughnuts! 
other 





OUGHNUTS or crullers 
—some call them one 
thing and some call them 


t‘other. But 
matter much 
you give them, so long as 
you do not leave them be- 
hind when you pack the 
picnic hamper. 

Our booklet, 
. G. O., our 
food colyumist, gives you 
a recipe that, 
slightly in each case, will 
make ten different kinds of 
There is an- 
master-recipe for 
ices, one for cream soups, 


another for sauces, and 


curdled custard with an 
egg beater until it’s 
presentable, if not thril- 
ling. You can _ cauti- 
ously add divorced 
mayonnaise to another 
egg yolk, with pretty 
fair chances of success. 
If your omelet belies its 
name you can cut it up 
in small pieces and pre- 
tend it was meant for 
scrambled eggs.” 
That’s a “good 
line.” Let’s add also 
that cream which won't 
whip occasionally can 
be made to listen to 
reason if lemon juice is 
added drop by drop. 
And cream that is just 
turning sour, but on 
which you are depend- 
ing, with child-like con- 
fidence, for a part of 
the dessert, may “get 
by” if you add just a 


it does not 
what name 


Master 


varied very 


Then the sauce— others for cookies, cakes, pinch of baking-soda. 
well, it’s a real Hol- soufflés, gelatin desserts, 
landaise. Consult your Bavarian creams and cus- But Let's Talk 


tards. 


cook-book. Use the 
Hollandaise, w hen 
ready, like a salad 
dressing for the cubed 
chicken. Delicious? 
You know it is! 


need, you 


address, 


I Have 
Pre-Crust IpeEa. 
one has ever seemed to 
think of putting cheese 
into pie-crust. That’s 


ae West 37th 
NO 


York City. 





There is no longer any 
see, to 
dozens of different recipes 
when just one is capable of 
being turned to many uses! 
To receive the booklet, 
The Service Ed- 
itor, McCall Magazine, 236 
Street, 
The price of 
the booklet is ten cents. 


PROSPERITY and success 
for a few minutes. In 
some kitchen-studio the 
other day, inspiration 
hovered about, and as 
a consequence the grill 
room of a Chicago 
hotel announced on its 
menu—Old Plantation 
Shortcake. 

Upon a square of 
toasted, buttered corn 


learn 


New 








queer too, when you 

come to think of it, 

because everybody makes “cheese sticks” 
with remmants of pie-crust. 

Here is the way you do it. Make the 
crust as usual, only add half a cup of 
grated cheese, mixing it with the flour. 
Then when the crust is filled and the top 
has been put on, whether it’s “criss-cross” 
or “kivered,” sprinkle an extra tablespoon 
or so of cheese over the top of the pie, 
hustle it into the oven, bake it, serve it, 
and watch the interested expressions on the 
faces of your family. 


Say It WitH Rice—savory rice! You 
don’t believe it? You say that rice never 
did have and never will have any flavor, 
no matter how you cook it? 

Don’t try too much rice the first time. 
Use about three-fourths of a cup. Wash 
it till the water is clear. Add to it one 
and one-half teaspoons of salt, a little 
curry powder and celery salt. 

Next take a quart measure. Cut up 
some onions and asparagus, or other 
vegetables into the quart measure; then fill 


bread was laid a slice 

of ham. On the ham 
rested a slice of chicken. Over all was 
poured a cream sauce to which mushrooms 
—as many as discretion allowed—had been 
added. 

If you want to serve it “on your own 
mahogany,” you can stop here. But, if 
you prefer, a tiny bit of grated cheese 
may be sprinkled on top, and then the 
whole put into the oven for just a few 
moments to melt and brown the cheese. 


I Gor to TxHtnxinc about “beati- 
tudes” the other day. I had some idea 
of composing some kitchen beatitudes. The 
only one I could think of was; “Blessed 
are the meek, for they shall wash the 
dishes.” 


REMEMBER TuHis Is Your CoLyuM, 
open to your contribs, and there’s a two 
dollar bonus for each and every one we 
use. Send them along to F. G. O., Mc- 
Call’s Magazine, 236 West 37th Street, 
New York City. No unused manuscripts 
can be returned—so keep a copy. 
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YOUR FRIEND AND OURS 


THE GROCER 


Your grocer knows us. He has knownusvery 
well for a very long time—ever since he has 
been in the grocery business. 


And we know your grocer. Our force of 
salesmen is sufficiently large to enable us to 
visit him very frequently —every few weeks. 


In fact, the grocer who distributes the 57 
Varieties in your neighborhood is our local 
representative there. He knows your wants 
and tastes—and he helps us serve you. 

By dealing directly with your grocer, and 
by having such frequent contact with him, 
we are able to keep him supplied with a good 
assortment of the 57 in limited quantities. 
In this way we help him make sure that every 
one of the 57 Varieties on his shelves is of the 
very freshest quality when he offers it to you. 

Your grocer’s cooperation in always keep- 
ing the 57 Varieties available in your neigh- 
borhood makes him an important factor in 
our business—and an important member of 
your community. 


H. J. HEINZ COMPANY 
5'7 Varieties 
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‘ C The Hinds Ge-Maids can otve your face : 
ic A beauty quite supreme 
; “Jor they always use as a Powder Base 
} Hinos Honey +» ALMOND CREAM 
‘ 
The Powder B Perfecti 
i fé , 
I ( 
t 
So many patrons of our Hinds Honey and Almond Fashion decrees that woman may wear i 
a ‘eee ate . o ‘ p p » — = - Ps 
_ Cream are now using it as a base for face powder, A touch of powder to make her fair, t 
is and with such gratifying results, that we are urging . ‘ 
oa ec Twill o To soften her color and add to the charms 
you to give it a trial. "Twill cost you only a few . ; 
13 cents for a trial bottle and the process is extremely Of her face, her neck, her hands and arms. i 
i simple. Just moisten the skin with the cream and ‘ 
ty a . ' . . . = ° 1 
i gate hy “ nearly ars ag - on the — But powder to give real beauty and grace 
t will adhere wonderfully and remain in perfec . 
peony tastier enna flere ee Must be smoothly applied on a proper base; i 
fp condition longer than with any other base we know J I 
i of. The cream and powder will prevent the skin from To prevent detection the base supreme 7 
becoming rough, red or coarse. Is our Hinds Honey and Almond Cream. t 
f V 
" . ~ . 
/ Ste Hinds Cre-mis Face Powder next you choose a 
| 3 ay: ) 
if ant Delicate, fragrant and charming to use, ti 
{ HINDS Cre-mis FACE POW- And you have the requisites perfect quite , 
2R — 3 , 
. DER, impalpably fine and soft. For a lovely effect by day or night. 0 
j % Its delicate tints blend to s 
: \ a 
. produce the coveted effect ; | and 1 
> and, with its subtle and dis’ True aids to beauty, each user finc s } 
4 tinctive fragrance, enhance The products that bear the name of Hinds. : 
" the charm of every woman b 
who uses it—white, flesh, € 
pink, bru- All druggists and departments sell Hinds Honey and Almond X 
‘ no ttINDs nette. Large Cream in bottles, 50c and $1.00. Cold and Disappearing Cream, 
CREAM box, 60 tubes, 25c. Jars, 60c. Traveler size, all creams, 10c each. We mail | 
' Fave, Manis. Shin v4 cents. Trial a sample Honey and Almond Cream for 2c, trial size 6c. Cold or 
‘ (omplexem box 15 Disappearing sample 2c, trial tube 4c. Our Attractive Booklet, 











if bi 
al 
| Use Hinds Cream for Sunburn and Windburn é 
| TO PREVENT SUNBURN. Use Hinds Honey and Almond Cream before and after exposure; also . 
morning and night to keep the skin soft. If the skin is inflamed and sore, do not rub it, but moisten a a 
piece of soft linen or absorbent cotton with the Cream and lay it on the skin for a half hour or longer; or 
; repeat until relieved. It will quickly cool and heal the burned surface and prevent blistering or peeling. : 
: AS A MANICURING AID THIS CREAM softens the cuticle, prevents soreness and preserves sh 
’ the lustre of the nails. t 
‘ - rh 
| The Hinds Cream WEEK-END Box J 
| You will find the Hinds Week-End Box especially convenient and useful now, as it contains those | ar 
essentials for the comfort and attractiveness of the face and hands. Trial size, Hinds Honey and | 
Almond Cream, Cold and Disappearing Cream, Soap, Talc and Face Powder. 50 cents. 
Try your dealer first. Write us if not easily obtainable. | 
A. S. HINDS CO. DEPT. 19 PORTLAND, MAINE | y 
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Creating Homes on McCall Street 


[Continued from page 1] 


Conservation, United States Food Adminis- 
tration during the War, and McCall’s house- 
hold consultant, will have special articles. 
is department thus brings to every 
home on McCall Street the exact, scientific 
knowledge of foods, dietetics, and the art 
of cookery usually limited to the few 
women who can take university courses. 

The health of the nation depends very 
largely on the proper care and feeding of 
our children. McCall’s is proud to bring 
to the mothers on McCall Street the sound 
counsel of a great child specialist, Dr. 
Charles Gilmore Kerley, Professor of 
Diseases of Children, New York Polyclinic 
Medical School and Hospital and consult- 
ing physician to the Babies’ Hospital, New 
York. Dr. Kerley’s articles on the care 
of the child from babyhood to the eleventh 
year, feeding schedules and suggestions for 
rest and play constitute a complete course 
in mothercraft. ; 

It is-not enough that the family be 
properly fed, it must be well housed. That 
the homes on McCall Street shall be both 
livable and beautiful, McCall’s has engaged 
the foremost architects of America—Ernest 
Flagg, whose genius brought into being the 
great Singer building of New York and the 
United States Naval Academy buildings at 
Annapolis, and who has now turned his 
genius to the erection of small houses, 
Aymar Embury II, Frederick Leo Acker- 
man, Clarence S. Stein and others, who 
will present to you, month by month, 
designs and working drawings of small 
houses that shall be complete in every 
detail. Working with each of these master 
craftsman is a woman architect, Marcia 
Mead, whose particular charge it is to see 
that each house is planned for the con- 
venience of the homemaker who does the 
work of the house. 


And because McCall’s believes that by 
bringing to our tasks the newest, most ap- 
proved labor-saving methods we shall 
eliminate the drudgery that has too often 
robbed homemaking of its charm, Lillian 
Purdy Goldsborough, herself an established 
homemaker, investigates for you the many 
new household appliances and devices. Mrs. 
Goldsborough tests each device, not in a 
laboratory, but in her own home, and for 
a considerable period of time. Her sug- 
gestions therefore are those of one home- 
maker to another. 

That beauty may dwell within and 
without, McCall’s offers you practical sug- 
gestions on the interior decoration of the 
home by Ruby Ross Goodnow, whose 
unique talents have won her a place among 
the leading decorators of the country; 
gardening advice by Mrs. Francis King, 
Honorary Vice-President of the Woman’s 
National Farm and Garden Association, the 
chief authority on the small garden in 
America; and in addition to these, an un- 
paralleled series of talks on personal loveli- 
ness as the strongest.influence in making 
the home a woman’s kingdom, by women 
famous in society and the professions for 
their beauty and charm. Among the well- 
known women who are writing for Mc- 
Call’s are Mrs. Oliver Harriman, famous 
in New York’s exclusive social life, for her 
beauty, Miss Ethel Barrymore, the beloved 
actress, and many others. 

These are some of the specialists Mc- 
Call’s introduces to your homes. But they 
are more than specialists—they are under- 
standing friends, men and women who are 
eager to share with you the fruits of their 
labors—to codperate with you in your 
homes—to build with you the homes of 
America in greater security, beauty and 
happiness. 


Dignity and Hominess in the Small House 


[Continued from page 46] 


laundry through the house. This leads out 
directly to the small road at the side of 
the house which is presumed to lead to a 
future garage. From this road coal can be 
delivered directly into the cellar. The wash 
tubs have been placed in a well-lighted part 
of the cellar. Many housewives, however, 
will probably find it more convenient to 
have them located in the kitchen with the 
sink. There is space te build them in this 
way, thus eliminating the need of carrying 
Jaundry up and down the interior or ex- 
terior stairs. For after all, the kitchen 
in this house will be the most convenient 
place for the mother to do her work. From 
its windows it is possible to see the garden 
on either side and to keep a watchful eye on 
the children. 

After the housewife has been satisfied 
with the kitchen the next thing that she 
asks is: “Are there plenty of closets?” 

There is a convenient coat closet near 
the entrance door, a large closet for the 
storage of not only linen but blankets, 
and so on, at the head of the stairs and 
one or more closets in every bedroom. Be- 
sides, there is plenty of space for trunks 
and all those many things that one hoards. 
These can be placed either in the cellar or 
the roof. To the latter one climbs by 
means of a convenient stairs that is hidden 
from view in the ceiling of one of the 
bedrooms until needed and can then be 
easily let down by pulling a cord. 

Now that we have considered the con- 
veniences of the house, we may Jook around 


for its comforts. There is a vestibule be- 
tween the porch and the living-room which 
prevents the entrance of drafts. Passage 
through the living-room is all at one end 
as in the kitchen so that the room does 
not become merely a highway. The greater 
part of the room with its fireplace and bay- 
window is a place where one can sit in 
comfort without the interference of others 
passing by. A bookcase is built into the 
wall next to the fireplace so as to save wall 
space for other pieces of furniture. In this 
room as well as in the dining-room and 
all of the bedrooms there are windows on 
two walls so that there will always be a 
cross draft. But the windows do not crowd 
the wail space; they leave plenty of room 
for furniture. The dining-room is separated 
from the living-room by a broad arch. 

The boiler is located in the cellar. 
Besides there is a fireplace in the largest 
room on each floor so that it is possible 
during the late autumn and the early spring 
to take the chill off the house without the 
expense or bother of starting the furnace. 
The only other necessary heating besides 
that of the gas or electric stove in the 
kitchen excepting in winter would be a 
small heater in the bathroom. 

The builder will find this an easy type 
of house to construct. It has been laid 
out so that stock sizes of beams, and so on, 
can be used and so that the better make of 
stock woodwork, doors, windows and even 
the bay window, can be purchased without 
being specially made up. 


What About Canned Milk? 


[Continued from page 53) 


acid. That which remains is believed to 
be less easily assimilated by infants, than 
are the same elements in fresh milk. 

Another change in milk due to the 
treatment it receives in canning, is the 
destruction of the vitamin C—the vitamin 
which protects against scurvy. This vitamin 
is abundant only in raw foods, and that is 
one reason why we recommend that every- 
one take every day at least a small amount 
of fresh raw fruit or vegetables. One of 
the virtues of the salad, which we insist 
should be taken twice each day by all who 
have the materials available, is that it is 
rich in this vitamin. 

Powdered milk, too, has become widely 
known during recent years, and very large 
amounts of milk are now being preserved. 


Still, the sale of canned milks is very 
great, even in cities where there is good 
fresh milk on the market. One is soon 
convinced of this by watching the customers 
in any grocery store. Apparently, many 
women buy canned milks because they do 
not have to be cared for in the home to 
prevent spoilage. For fresh milk a re- 
frigerator is necessary. Persons who live in 
small quarters, or women who do light 
housekeeping, frequently find the can a 
more convenient source of milk than the 
bottle, because it is always ready, and its 
quality can be depended upon. Although 
canned milk is not so appetizing as fresh 
milk, it has long held, and will continue 
to hold, its place among the regular pur- 
chases of the housekeeper. 


F your homemaking problems are concerned with the difficulty of making two 
ends meet and lap over, you will want our booklets on household. management: 
Spending The Family Income; and The Modern Home—How to Equip and 


nage It Wisely. 


Address the Service Editor, McCall's Magazine, 236 West 


37th Street, New York City. The price of each booklet is ten cents. 
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Electric ‘ 
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Finally the net-—WEST “Beach and Motor” the invisible 
WEST Hair Net. They are extra large, made of 30-inch, twice 
sterilized strands of American prepared hair. Wide vari- 
Hair Nets ety of shades insures an exact match for any hair. 10c 
‘Beach and each. Satisfaction guaranteed. For economy, buy them 
Motor” by the dozen. West Double Mesh recommended for 
West Double Mesh sports wear 15c each, 2 for 25c. 


If your dealer cannot supply you, order direct from us, enclosing purchase price 
and dealer’s name and address. 


Our “Guide to Hair Dressing at Home” shows, in full colors, hou 
to dress the hair in the latest styles. It will be sent free upon request. 
WEST ELECTRIC HAIR CURLER CO., 173 Columbia Avenue, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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“A Lovely Skin 


Comes from Within” 
—Say Physicians 


CLEAR, radiant, youthful 
complexion is the secret of 

personal attractiveness. Spark- 
ling eyes, lustrous hair, the rich, 
glowing delicacy of the skin— 
these are the priceless reward 
of internal cleanliness. 
Facial blemishes, muddy skin 
and sallowness can never be 
overcome unless the body is kept 
free of the poisons which cause 
them. 
For, as a prominent medical skin 
specialist states, practically all 
skin imperfections, such as pim- 
ples, acne, and the like, are due 
to intestinal poisons resulting 
from constipation. 
When the food waste is not regu- 
larly and thoroughly eliminated, 
poisons are formed in the in- 
testines and absorbed into the 
blood by which they are carried 
to every body cell—the millions 
of cells that compose the skin, 
the roots of the hair, and the 
eyes. No wonder that through 
constipation the skin becomes 
sallow, muddy, roughened, 
blotched or disfigured with pim- 
ples or other blemishes, the 
eyes become dull and the hair 
lacks luster. 


Experts have conducted exhaus- 
tive research to find some 
method of eliminating these 
poisons in a harmless and nat- 
ural way. Laxatives and cathar- 
tics have failed to overcome the 
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condition because, as a prom- 
inent specialist states, they pro- 
vide temporary relief only, at 
the expense of permanent in- 
jury, and tend to aggravate the 
constipation which they are 
given to relieve. 


Results of Research 


The result of medical experience 
in treating thousands of cases 
has been the discovery that 
Nujol not only overcomes con- 
stipation byits gentle lubricating 
action (which closely resembles 
Nature’s own lubricant) but has 
the unique property of dis- 
solving readily many intestinal 


poisons; these it carries out of 


the body along with the food 
residue, and thus prevents their 
reaching the skin cells. 


As Nujol is not a laxative it can- 
not gripe. It is nota medicine in 
any sense of the word and, like 
pure water, it is harmless. These 
facts have led to its adoption in 
leading hospitals throughout the 
world for the treatment of con- 
stipation and resulting ailments. 
Physicians consider it indispens- 
able in treating skin disorders 
due to faulty elimination. Nujol 
has helped thousands of women 
to overcome complexion 
troubles and to regain the natu- 
ral glow of perfect health. 


Test Nujol yourself. For sale at 
any drug store. 
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A Desert Rubaiyat of 


[Continued from page 49] 


shielding their eyes from the sparks which 
flew from the fanned embers, while the 
chops sizzled and the steam jetted from 
the spout of the coffee-pot. 

He could see now the charm of her pro- 
file—its small, straight nose, the heavy 
brows protesting against the smoke, and 
the full curve of her pursed, determined lips. 
Every line bespoke vigor, courage, com- 
petency. 

“Come and get it!” directed the girl, 
holding out the frying-pan. 

He came and got it. Crouched side by 
side to windward of the fire, they ate their 
supper, and in spite of the sand and cinders 
Rand had never so enjoyed a meal. 


OW a new aspect of the situation ar- 
rested his attention. Just about that 
time, he said to himself, the porter 

would be coming round to make up the 
berths. What was going to happen out here! 
A lonely vigil with his back against a rock 
while she slept? She had thrown herself 
on the ground and, with her chin in her 
hands, was eyeing him curiously. Stretched 
thus in the firelight, she was as lithe and 
graceful as one of Barye’s panthers. He 
had seen nothing so ravishingly pretty dur- 
ing his entire stay in the West. The wind 
blew the girl’s corn-colored hair forward 
across her temples, and she brushed it 
away with an impatient gesture. Under 
other circumstances Rand would have felt 
it not only natural but imperative that he 
should make love to her. But here there 
seemed nothing unusual in their enforced 
intimacy. He had ceased to contrast her 
appearance with that of Anna, to the 
latter’s disadvantage. He had forgotten 
Anna entirely. 

“Well,” she murmured drowsily, after 
a silence, “how about turning in?” 

He looked at her. “Where do you 
propose to sleep?” he asked. 

“In front of the car. It’s quite level.” 

“But you can’t sleep on the ground. 
It’s too hard. Besides, you’d never close 
your eyes in this wind. And you'd freeze 
before morning!” 

“Nonsense!” she retorted, springing to 
her feet. “We'll be warm as toast in that 
blanket! As for tht wind, I can fix that 
easily enough. After having rescued you 
from the terrors of the desert, I’m not 
going to let you freeze, poor dear!” 

“IT suppose every new situation creates 
its own etiquette,” he admitted. “But 
couldn’t I sleep in the car?” 

“It’s a pretty big man,” she laughed, 
“and a very small car! You really would 
freeze if you tried that. You don’t mind 
sharing the rug with me, do you?” 

“Not if you don’t! We've shared every- 
thing else so far; I suppose we might try 
that too!” he answered, looking away from 
her. “All the same, I don’t see you sleep- 
ing on this gravel with the wind blowing 
the sand in your face, even if you manage 
to keep warm.” 

“One’s body can stand a lot more than 
most people realize,” she replied. “One 
can sleep anywhere—so long as the ground 
is flat.” 

She began kicking the stones out of 
the road and leveling the sand. 

“There!” she said after a moment. 
“That’s all right. Now for our tent.” She 
stepped to the car and returned presently, 
dragging a heavy laprobe and the water- 
proof envelope of the canopy top. 

“Now,” she directed, as she spread the 
rug over the space she had prepared. “First 
we must lie down and roll ourselves in 
the rug with our heads to the wind, and 
then pull the envelope down over our 
shoulders. It’s just as good as a dog-tent 
—is one, in fact. One thing more, though! 
I almost forgot !”—and she drained off the 
water from the radiator into a pail. “Now! 
Are you ready for bed?” For an instant 
Anna’s face floated disapprovingly before 
him. 

“Good-by, Mrs. Grundy!” he muttered 
to himself. Then, aloud, “Sure! Here 
goes!” He could not help being a little 
embarrassed as he lay down and she took 
her place beside him, face to face. 

“When I say ‘roll,’ she ordered, “roll!” 

They “rolled” and found themselves 
back to back, each entwined tightly in the 
rug. 

“Now, pull down our awning, and we 
shall be as snug as can be!” she laughed. 
Having, with some slight difficulty, man- 
aged to get his head inside the cover, Rand 
discovered to his astonishment that, as she 
had foretold, they were absolutely pro- 
tected. The wind twitched and tugged at 
the envelope into which their heads were 
thrust, and scattered sand and gravel upon 
it; it roared down the canyon, howling and 
shrieking among the rocks about them; but 
in spite of the hubbub outside, Rand ex- 
perienced a delicious sense of drowsiness 
and security within. 

“Good night!” she said, in a sleepy 
voice. “Pleasant dreams!” 

“Excuse my back!” he said gruffly. 
“But don’t you think I might call you Isa- 
bella?” She laughed. 

(Turn to page 63] 








fr home hurts 


A cut, scratch, bruise, strain or 
sprain demands prompt attention. 

Too often is precious time lost 
in emergencies. An antiseptic or a 
liniment may be required, or both! 
These home necessities are com- 
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available in one container. 
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use as an antiseptic —to cleanse, to 
guard against infection and to as. 
sist nature in more rapid healing! 

Parents prefer its clean, agreeable 
odor as a liniment to ward off stiff- 
ness, lameness and soreness after 
hard or prolonged exertion, and to 
treat congestion after exposure. 

Absorbine, Jr. occupies a never- 
empty place in many thousands of 
homes, 

At most druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid. 
Liberal trial bottle, z0c., postpaid. 
W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 

395 Temple St., Springfield, Mass. 


Nes>1e) @ o) balseee 


THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 
sz ow 











Makes Any Woman 
Look Her Prettiest 


Because it holds her hat firmly and comfortably 


at the most becoming angle. Bobbed hair or 
long hair—dress hat or sport hat—it’s all the 
same to the DeLeon Bandeau. Does away 
with hat pins. Fits any hat—makes any hat 
fit any head, Instantly inserted. No sewing 
or stitching. 

If your milliner or dealer cannot supply you, 
send us 25 cents with dealer’s name and we 
will send one promptly, 
postpaid. State color, black or 
white. 35c¢ in Canada. 


DE LEON BANDEAU CO. 


2125 LOCUST STREET ST. LOUIS, MO. 


Dealers: See your jobber. If he can't 
supply you, write us, giving 
































(NoT A DYE) 
AT ALL GOOD DRUG STORES »75¢ 
Seven" Qioans® 













t free 
THE HESS aus Sees 


Perr. PAP PAS APAAAARA an 





Become a Nurse 
EARN $25 TO $35 A WEEK 


Prepare at home by our 
training course. Entire tu 
tion earned in a few weeks 
Increases efficiency and 
earnings of practical nurses 
Twenty years of success; 
12,000 graduates. Two months 
trial. Send for catalog. 





THE CHAUTAUQUA SCHOOL OF NURSING 


304 Main Street Jamestown, N. Y. 





immediately vanishes, ‘Acts like “magic of 
worst Bunions. Hump gradually TAL. 
To introduce we will gladly arrange to send 
Zou a box ‘of entrant 0 wy Ser your - 
write andsay, “want totry PEDOD! NE 
KAY LABORATORIES, Dept. A-636 
186 No. La Salle St., Chicago, IMinois 




















)23 M° CALL'S Magazine for JUNE, 1923 63 





A Desert Rubaiyat 
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| “I think you might! Every situation, 
you know, creates its own etiquette!” 


STIFLING sensation of weight upon 
his face awoke him. His hand, when 
he thrust it forth, came in contact 
with something cold and white. The place 
beside him was empty. 
“Isabella!” he cried, startled. Then he 
| lifted the envelope and looked out. The 
ground was snow-covered, the world aglare 
with sunlight. From behind the rocks came 
the snap of burning twigs and the smell of 
smoke. Already she was busy with the 
frying-pan. He lay, half-hidden beneath 
the snow, and watched her with a wonder- 
ful sense of companionship. He had known 
her less than twelve hours, and yet— 
“Hello!” she called, “are you awake?” 
“Only just!” he replied comfortably. “I 
thought for a minute that I’d lost you.” 
: “Not yet!” she retorted. “You've got 
reeable to endure me for at least five hours more!” 
fF stiff- s ‘ , “You can’t make it too long for me!” 
s after he appreciation of Day Dream he asserted. 
and to voiced by Miss Lenore Ulric They breakfasted in highest spirits, in 
a er . an amphitheater of snow-capped peaks 
is shared by charming, women The wind had ceased, the sun burned hot 
| never- q . > i 
ee in every walk of life—women out of a burnished sky. Regretfully he re- 
; placed their fragmentary outfit in the 
who realize that they owe it flivver, while Isabella melted the ice in the 
st paid. to themselves to look their best. pail, refilled the radiator, and turned the 
paid. car. Once more he was beside her, speed- 
Send 25c for a Day Dream ing across the plain; but this time in the 
|, Mass. “Ao ‘ » Box.” te : opposite direction—due west. An hour, and 
“d equaintance 30x, contam- the snow had disappeared from the desert 
a iS ing, Perfume, Face Powder, floor, and each dried watercourse had be- 
come a rushing torrent. Everywhere ap- 
peared once more the drifts of scarlet, gold 
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oes . 2 cn vigorous and free the life it offered! If 
, STEARNS, PERFUMER it wasn’t for Anna! He wondered if he 
Detroit, Mich. Windsor, Ont. could stand New York eleven months in 
go to Newport. He loathed Newport. 
“What do you do for a living?” sud- 
“I pass for a tired business man!’ he 
answered with a laugh. “I’m supposed to 


this wide land of sand and sky and sunlight, 
the year. Anna would probably want to 
denly asked the girl. 

be a stockbroker, but really, I don’t do 


| anything. The fact is, I’ve got a com- 
placent partner who lets me do as I choose. 
And I choose to play polo most of the 
time. Rand and Krayne we call our- 
selves. I put up the money. He puts up 
the brains. Brains aren’t my strong suit. 
My grandfather used to have a stock farm 
up in the Berkshires, and—well, I’ve always 

| had an idea that maybe some time—” 
— “T see,” she nodded. “But why don’t 
"Day Dream Orange Reuss you do it now, when you can enjoy it? 

a popular Day Dream Creation | ‘Some time’ isn’t any time,’ is it?” 

“Perhaps you’re right,” he said. “But, 
ar “ after all, there’s a lot to consider. Stock 
| farming isn’t much of a career in the east. 
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c : Persian princess than ever. as the day it left our laundry. 

irse There was nothing Persian about | 

WEEK Isabella, however! Somehow one did nae 

| associate her with anything subtly Oriental. 

Keep ined — Simple, straightforward, unpretentious, she 

| was frankly of the west! 
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is Restored — Keep Young 


she is a gray haired woman’’—how 
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young in years but made seemingly old by 
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Neck and Arms 


Hagan’s Magnolia Balm (Lig 
wid Powder) beautifies in 
stantly. Removes freckles 
eruptions, sunburn, tan 
Makes skin like velvet. 4 col 

ors: Brunette, White, Flesh- 

Pink, Rose-Red for At 

cheeks. Won't rub off. 75e al} 
dealers, or direct 
postpaid 


TRIAL 
BOTTLE, 


any color 

for 3c; 2 for be 

Statecolor 

LYON MFG 
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A Real 
Free Offer 


All you have to do to secure 
this trial outfit is to fill out and 
mail the coupon. Send no money 
-! postage. My 
offer absolutely free. 


even prepay 
is actually 

When you go to your dealer 
for a full sized bottle of Mary 
I’. Goldman’s you see 
my name on the package. If he 
stock, offers a 


be sure 


hasn’t it in or 
substitute, write direct to me and 


I will gladly supply your needs. 


Mail Coupon Today 


Fill it out carefully, using X 
to indicate natural color of hair. 
If lock in 
vour letter. The special patented 
Trial outfit will be sent by 
Don’t delay—mail 


possible, enclose a 


Free 
return mail. 
the coupon today. 


wrint your name and addrese— 
AN, | 


St. Paul, Minn. 
Free Trial Outfit, X | 
light | 


F. > Bidg., 


send your patented 
color of haltr 
dark brown 
(dark red 
a (light red) 


medium brown 
light brown 
blonde 






THE LASTING FINISH 







Restores per a. faded 
furniture and woodwork. 
y 2 leat too. 








$1.30 a quart, 
Smaller sizes 
down to 25¢. 






our dealer or send 
vee Booklet *' Home 






routyfring *—tllustrat- 
ing 48 uses for FIXALL 










Varnish Co. 
Louisville, Ky. 











Every fly dies 


when you spray Flyosan 


Simply spray Flyosan into the air of a 
room. In five minutes all flies are 
dead mosquitoes, too Flyosan kills 
bugs wholesale but harms nothing else 
Keeps closets and trunks free from moths 
and buffalo-bugs 


closed 


Pleasant aromatic odor. No stain. No 
unsightly muss to clean up Absolutely 
HOM-POtsOnoUsr 

At nearby drug. grocery, hardware 


and department stores. Or mail us $1 
for Introductory Package — pint can 
and sprayer. (West of Rockies and in 
Canada, $1.25.) 


Colonial Chemical Corporation 
READING, PA 


Flyosan 


"SAFE INSECTICIDE 
lies sf the Roomful enn too. 


Etec 








108 Visiting Cards, $1.00 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


samples. 
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A Desert Rubaiyat 


[Continued from page 63] 


Excuse me for quoting it at you! It’s 
pretty hackneyed, but, after all, it’s good 
old stuff, isn’t it!” 

“It’s my favorite poem!” he replied, 
with a grin. “In fact, I’ve got it in my 
pocket at this very moment. I was reading 
it just before I stepped off the train.” He 
produced the beautifully bound volume 
from his pocket and exhibited it. 

“A bock of verses underneath the bough, 
A jug of wine, a loaf of bread—and Thou 
Beside me singing in the wilderness— 


Oh, wilderness were Paradise enow!” he 
read. 

She smiled whimsically. 

“Now we're even!” she declared. “Hon- 
estly though! I should never have sus- 
pected it of you!” 

“IT mean it,” he said fervently. “I 


thought of it a lot last night as we sat 
there by the fire. I’ve never met anybody 
half as—as jolly as you, Isabella!” 

“Nonsense!” she replied, and a faint 
tinge of red crept into her cheek. 

He thrust the book back into his pocket, 
not knowing what more to Say. 

“We'd best go straight back to Bar- 
stow,” she announced after a somewhat 
prolonged silence. “There’s no use wast- 
ing time trying to find that other road. 
They’re probably horribly anxious about 


you on the train. You ought to com- 
municate with them just as soon as you 
can.” It was high noon before they 


reached the junction at Barstow. 

As Isabella ran the flivver up to the 
steps of the station, a feeling of approach- 
ing bereavement possessed him. He had 
lived more in the last twelve hours than 
in the preceding twelve weeks, and he had 
found, out there in the desert, his heart’s 
true desire. And now he must lose her— 


forever. After all, he was more or less 
committed to Anna! And he didn’t know 
anything about Isabella, really! You 


couldn’t tell—just stumbling on a girl like 
that! Yet down in his soul he knew that 
already she meant more to him than Anna 
ever had or ever would. Ruefully he 
climbed down out of the dilapidated flivver 
and held out his hand to her. 

“I suppose it’s good-by!” he said, with 
an attempt at a smilg. “I can’t ever 
properly thank you for What you’ve done 


and—for what you’ve taught me. You've 
given me a new point of view entirely. 
You must let me write to you.” (He 
stifled the ironic speculation as to how 
Anna, if she knew the whole story, would 
feel about this.) “And you won't forget 
me, will you? Promise.” 


“I promise,” she answered seriously. 
“I'm not going to leave you yet, until I 
know what train you can catch. I've 
missed today already. I shall send the 
principal a wire that I’m detained.” 

“Bully!” he exclaimed, delighted at the 
thought of another hour in her company. 
“T'll be gone only a minute.” The station 
was empty, save for the saleswoman at the 
news-counter and a telegraph operator. 

“When is the next train for the east?” 
Rand asked. 

“Two thirty.” 

“May I send a telegram?” For answer, 
and without looking up from his work, the 
man shoved him a blank. 

“Miss Anna Borland,” Rand _ began, 
“Sunset Limtied.” Then he paused. Sup- 
pose she hadn’t missed him at all, and was, 
even at that very moment, calmly sitting 
in her drawing-room waiting for him to 
come to take her in to lunch in the 
dining-car? He shrugged his shoulders and 
continued : 

“Was accidently left behind last evening 
when train stopped between stations. Am 
all right. Hope you did not worry. Will 
see you immediately on arrival in New 
York Saturday morning. Gilford Rand.” 

The operator read it over mechanically. 


“Your name Rand?” he asked. 

“That’s my name.” The man looked 
him over. 

“T s'pose you know they’ve been tele- 
graphing all over the United States for 
you?” Rand shook his head. 


“We ran a special all the way across 
to Split Pine and back last night looking 
for you. Say, where’d you hide yourself?” 

“T wasn’t hiding,” answered Rand. The 
operator grunted. 

“This'll be eighty-one cents,” he said. 
“They all think you're dead. een this 
morning’s Examiner?” He thrust a news- 
paper under the lattice. Across the top of 
the page, above the photograph of a big 
man in polo custume, ran a_ two-inch 
scare-head : 

FINANCIALLY 
TRAIN 


POLO PLAYER RUINED 


LEAPS FROM 

“Gilford Rand, millionaire stockbroker 
and sportsman, jumped last evening from 
the Sunset Limited to what is assumed to be 
instant death, on learning that his entire 
fortune had been swept away in the failure 
of the well-known Wall Street firm of 
Rand and Krayne. Friends on the train 
wired of his disappearance in the midst of 
the desert, and a special was dispatched 

[Turn to page 65] 











Wesley Barry 
does not dare to use it 
Naturally he likes freckles no better than | 
anyone . But he is afraid to use Stillman’s | 
Freckle 4 dy fear the public won't 
know him without them. 


Stillman’s 
Freckle Cream 


causes freckles to fade 
ou a 


not grow hair. Obtainable in 
Look 
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$1 sizes at drug stores. for the 

purple and package. I 
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He first notices your com 
nhance your natural attractiveness 
More than a million women use 


Carmen Powder 


because it blends exquisitely with the complex- 

ion, giving the skin a wonderful softness, trans- 

parency and velvety texture without a trace 

of arcibciality. Ir does not rub nor blow off. 
Whue, Flesh, Pink, Carmen Brunette, soc 


CARMEN COMPACTS 
A cake of Carmen in a pretty ” a box with 
Mirror and Powder Puff. Choice of 
White, Flesh, Brunette and che new OF 
L’Autumn shade. 

At dealer's or by mail poet 
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Stafford - sitter Company, St. Louis, mn 4 





You can buy all the material for a 
complete home direct from the manu- 
facturer and save four profits on the 
lumber, millwork, hardware and labor. 


Price quoted includes all lumber cut to fit, windows, 
doors, wood work, glass, paints, hard ware, nails, lath, 
roofing and complete drawings and justructions. 
Highest grade lumber for all interior woodwork, 
siding, and outside finish. _Many other designs. 





Send today for Free in Catalog No. 2385 
The ALADDIN Co., BaxvnGIn 
Wilmington, North Carolina; Portland, Oregon; Toronto, Ontarie 
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i atenere apparel with no ma- 
ternity look. 76-page style book, 
dresses, coats, corsets, underwear. 
Patented features provide ample expan- 








ion. Clever designing conceals con 
t tion- This Book sent FREE. Write today. 
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382 St.at Fifth Ave. 
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Girls! Here’s 
Ways to Beauty 


Movie Stars and Society Queens Have 
Simple but Most Effective 
Beautifiers—Here Are 
a Few of Them. 


Many of the most famous movie actresses 
whose natural hair has been the delight and 
wonder of millions give their scalp a few 
drops of Beta-quinol night and morning, This 











keeps it 


and lustrous, 
makes it grow and a delight 
to do up. Ask any druggist for an ounce of 


makes the hair alive 
in curl or wave, 


Beta-quinol, mix it with a tablespoonful of 
glycerine and a pint of water. This will last 
for many weeks or months at a trifling cost 
and heals the scalp of anything that may 
affect it. You will never use anything else. 
Another beautifier that rich society women 
use to keep the skin youthful is Zintone, which 
you can also get at any drug store. An ounce 
vill last a long time, and by creaming it with 
glycerine and water it makes a richer and 
better face cream than you could buy if you 
paid several times as much for a fancy pack- 
age. It is certainly a wonderful beautifier. 
Then there is the celebrated Eptol, another 
very simple beautifier that the knowing ones 
se to lift up the skin and thus fill up 
wrinkles and large pores, This also is mixed 
with glycerine and water and will keep your 
skin smooth for an entire season. The drug- 
gist will supply you with the Eptol and a 
tablespoonful of glycerine is all you need, It 
is unfading. 
If you wash your own hair, use the same 
method as the rich women who have maids, 
5 cents’ worth of Eggol of your druggist, 
gives you a dozen wonderful shampoos, Try 
t and see for yourself, 


For removing blackheads, that is, dissolv- 
ing them so they entirely disappear, simply 
touch them with Neroxin, Ask the druggist 
for an ounce of Neroxin Powder, use as 
ceeded and you will soon banish every 
blackhead without squeezing or pinching 
the skin. This method never fails. 


If your druggist should be out of any of 
them 


these famous beautifiers you can get 
by writing to Cooper Pharmacal Co., 641 
rhompson Bldg., Chicago, Ill. Select the 


beautifier you feel the most need of, enclose 
$1.00 and they will send you enough to last 
several months and will include a regular 6 
box of their wonderful face powder that sté age 
beauties use, But try the druggist first. 
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Say “CURADS, 


Designed for hospitals, now 
available to all women. Prac- 
tical, absorbent, all-cotton sani- 
tary napkins, in compact roll 
of six. 

At notions, corset, and drug 
counters. Generous three-pad 
sample roll on receipt of 20c. 


Lewis Manufacturing Co. 
Dept. 86, Walpole, Mass. 





Made Entrely of Curty Products 











A Desert Rubaiyat 


[Continued from page 64] 


from Barstow at a late hour to look for 
his body. At the time of going to press 
no word had been received.” 

Directly beneath in somewhat smaller 
type appeared the following: 

“Rand and Krayne fail for four million 
dollars. New York. April 20. Rand and 
Krayne, stockbrokers at 20 Wall Street, an- 
nounced their voluntary suspension today. 
The reason is understood to be heavy losses 
upon the bear side sustained in the recent 
prolonged rise. Mr. Rand, who is inter- 
nationally famous as a polo player, is in 
California. Mr. Krayne, the other member 
of the firm, could not be seen last night. 
The firm’s assets are given as $2,700,000 as 
against liabilities of $4,300,000.” Rand 
wiped his forehead with his handkerchief, 
gazing stupidly at the printed words. 

“First you heard of it?” inquired the 
operator. Rand nodded. 

“In that case,” commented the operator, 
“IT guess the part of the story that says 
you tried to commit suicide because you 
heard you lost your money is bull. Fact 
is, that message was relayed from Los 
Angeles at nine o'clock last night and 
couldn’t be delivered on the Limited ’cause 
you wasn’t aboard. That’s how they knew 
they’d lost you! Here it is.” Rand received 
the yellow envelope automatically. 

“Dear Gil,” read the message. “I broke 
my word and played the market. We are 
both wiped out. Your private fortune has 
gone to help creditors. I am ashamed and 
sorry, but no use crying over spilt milk. 
Forgive me, old chap, if youcan, Krayne.” 

He staggered as if struck sharply on the 
cranium by an opponent’s mallet in a 
scrimmage. Then he came back swiftly. 
After all, only a wallop! But a hard one! 
He crammed the sheet into his pocket and 
strode a few paces up and down in front 
of the news-stand. Bankrupt, was he? 
They thought he was dead? By George! 
He couldn’t support Anna now, even if he 
wanted to! She wouldn’t have him, if he 
asked her! Stockfarming was better than 
stockbroking! A life in the open better 
than one passed in the stifling air of cities! 
Quickly he turned toward the door outside 
which Isabella was waiting in the flivver. 
Then, with his hand on the knob, he paused 
and stepped back to the window. 

“Give me back that eighty-one cents,” 
he said. “You needn’t send that telegram!” 

“Well,” she asked, as he came down 
the steps and stood close beside her, “when 
do you leave?” 

“I’m not leaving,” he replied signifi- 
cantly. “I’ve chucked the east forever, or 
rather, the east has chucked me! I’m 
going to start all over again out here.” 
Something in his manner, the relieved al- 
most ecstatic expression of his brown eyes, 
gave her a wild thrill. Could he know that 
for the past three months he had been 
her hero? There was a queer trembling 
in her throat. She dared not look at him. 

“T’m—IP’'m—glad!” she murmured, with 
closed eyes. He laid his hand on hers. 

“Isabella!” he stammered. “I—I— Do 
—you think—? O, hang it!” He stopped 
short and fumbled in his pocket. There 
was a sound of turning leaves. Then in a 
low excited voice she heard him read: 
“Ah, my Beloved, fill the cup that clears 

Today of past regret and future fears: 

Tomorrow! Why, tomorrow I may be 

Myself with Yesterday’s seven thousand 
years!” 


Tetherstones 


[Continued from page 22] 


Montague. “Have you done any besides 
this ?” 

“Three.” 

“May I come round tonight to see 
them? I went round to your diggings just 
now. It was the old woman who sent me 
on here. Does she make you comfortable?” 

“The place is quite clean,” said Frances. 
“The food is plain, but it is good. It suits 
me all right, and it suits my purse.” 

He pounced upon the words. “Then 
why in heaven’s name worry ?” 

“I can’t afford it,” said Frances. 

“But if you can sell some of your 
work ?” 

“I can’t,” she said. 

“Well, I can for you. 
thing.” 

She turned again and faced him. Her 
eyes were very quiet. “You forget,” she 
said, “that I have got to make my living.” 

Suddenly through the summer air 
there came a sound—the voice of a little 
child singing in the lane below, an un- 
intelligible song, without tune, but strangely 


It’s the same 


sweet. Frances lifted her head. 
“Ah!” She was on her feet with the 
word. “There is the little blind girl. I 


must speak to her!” 

She was gone even while she spoke. 
He watched her disappear, wondering a 
little and glad that she had said he might 
come that evening to see the sketches. 

[Continued in the July McCatv’s] 
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lestnatl of Kalsomine or Wall Paper 


» 


ERY PACKAGE 0 OF A ALABASTINE HAS THE CROSS AND CIRCLE PRINTED IN RED 





Wherever Harmonious 


Walls are Desirable 


HERE are strong reasons why 

Alabastine is recommended 
and used on schoolroom walls. 
Modern educators insist upon soft, 
eye-restfuil colors and non-reflect 
ing surfaces. Scientific tests have 
decided that Alabastine Numbers 
20 or 26 for ceiling, 52 or 24 and 48 
intermixed for walls, are among 
the Alabastine tints most suitable 
for schoolroom decorating 


Alabastine is sanitary, durable, ar- 
tistic, economical and can be ap- 
plied over plaster, wall-board or 
any imterior surface. 


Good stores selling paints will show 
you samples of Alabastine and the 
ALABASTINE-OPALINE 
PROCESS—a wall decoration for 
the home. Write for further in- 
formation 


ALABASTINE COMPANY 
757 Graodville Avenue,Grand Rapids, Mich. 

















Safe to Use Around Foods, 
Yet Kills Roaches and Waterbugs 


N OST insecticides used for 

killing roaches are dangerous 
poisons. Some are so corrosive that 
they burn the bodies of the insects 
and, if tracked over foods, will burn 
you and your family as well. 


Brack Frac is far quicker and 
surer than dangerous poisons. Yet 
it is absolutely non-poisonous to 
human beings and animals—it is 
deadly only to insects. 

For killing roaches 
and waterbugs,sprinkle 
BLAcK FLA plenti- 
fully around the places 
infested. Blow the 
powder (with a pow- 
der-gun) into cracks 


in floors, around water pipes, under 
baseboards, etc. Repeat the treat- 
ment twice a week until no more 
insects are seen. 

Brack FLAG is a pure, powerful, 
vegetable powder that destroys in- 
sects without danger. It kills flies, 
fleas, roaches, waterbugs, ants, mos- 
quitoes, bedbugs; and lice on animals, 
birds or plants. They breathe it and 
die. Sold by drug, grocery, depart- 
ment and hardwarestoresin red-and- 
yellow wrapped sealed glass bot- 
tles of three sizes—-15c, 40c, 75c 
(except west of Denver,Col.,Canada 
and foreigncountries). Orsentdirect 
on receipt of price. BLACK FLAG 


= 
Baitimore, Maryland 


Smallwood and Eagle Sts., 
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na single month 


5.43] women tell about the new way 
to wash dishes 


"Even though | do my own dishes 
my hands don't have to show it’ 


writes one 


ST a new use for a familiar prod- 

uct. But such a wonderful new 
use that women are writing about it 
from all over the country. 

Lux for washing dishes. They 
didn’t have to go out and buy some- 
thing new. They didn’t have to 
experiment with something they knew 
nothing about. Yet it was as if they 
had made a wonderful new discovery. 
But read their letters yourself— 


Where maids are scarce 


**In a town like this it is impossible to get a 
maid, so you can imagine how happy I am 
to find that even though I do my own dishes 
my hands don’t have to show it. Lux is a 
real blessing. I’ve used it for years for fine 
laundering. I don’t know why I never 
thought of it for dishes.” 


“My fingers were so scratchy I couldn’t 
bear to touch a piece of silk’’ 
**T have been using Lux for my dishes for 


almost six months and I can’t help writing 
to tell you what a difference 


‘I thought at first it might be extravagant 
but a package lasts for more than 


three weeks, says another 


but since I have been using Lux they are 
just as smooth as can be.” 


At first she thought, “Too extravagant”’ 


“IT didn’t want to try Lux at first even though 
I was sure it would be nice on my hands. 
It just seemed too extravagant. 

“I suppose I ought to confess that I 
didn’t believe a teaspoonful would give me 
enough suds for my dishes. 

**One day I tried it, more out of curiosity 
than for any other reason, and I simply 
was amazed to find that just the one tea- 
spoonful of Lux gave me a good suds. 

“A little of it goes so far that I realize 
now that it is fully as cheap if not cheaper 
than bar soap.” 


“So soft on my hands” 


““My hands are the sensitive kind. Strong 
soap plays havoc with them. A friend told 
me to try washing my dishes in Lux and 
maybe my hands wouldn’t get so rough. I 
didn’t think it would make any difference 
but I made up my mind to try it as long as 
the box lasted. I haven’t used anything 
else since. I’ve never known anything so 
‘soft’ on my hands.” 


From a man— 





it has made in my hands. 
My fingers used to be rough 
and scratchy so that I 
couldn’t bear to touch a piece 
of silk, indeed cou/dn’ t touch 
it, without roughing it up— 


“Just the one teaspoonful 
gave me a good suds”’ 








A well-known collector of 
fine old china, glass and 
silver writes: 

“‘ Nothing is worse for china 
than the action of alkaline 
soaps. Flowered china, banded 
dishes (by that I mean colored 
bands or gold ones), china 
with delicate or brilliant de- 
signs, are faded or tarnished 
by the chemical action of 








such soaps. 


“For years I have had all my china, my 
old glass and silver washed with Lux. It 
does not fade the pattern—it never scratches 
fine crystal and glass. It does away with 
the frequent polishing of my fine old silver.” 


“‘Speedier than bar soap” 


“I am a business woman, so time means a 
great deal to me. I wash the dishes every 
night to save my mother. One night when 
we were out of ........ soap, I tried Lux 
and I’ve used it ever since. I have never 
known anything so quick. Lux is much 
speedier than my old way—using a soap 
shaker that was always coming undone and 
spilling the bits of bar soap into the dish- 
pan.” 


Says our advertising is wrong 


“I think you make a mistake telling people 
that a package of Lux lasts three weeks. 
I use it regularly for all my dishes and I 
only use a package a month. Of course 
there are only three of us in family. Per- 
haps that is why it lasts longer.” 


“Every young married woman 
should know this—” 


“The gold band on the beautiful Minton 
dishes I got for a wedding present began to 
wear off after I had only had them a short 
time. So a féw weeks ago I took one of 
the plates back to the shop where they 
were bought. The clerk told me I should 
never use ordinary kitchen soap on my 
china—it was too strong. He advised Lux 
and I’ve been using it ever since. I think 
every young married woman ought to know 
about this. It will help her keep her dishes 
looking nice.”’ 
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3232 Blouse 
6 sizes, 34-44 
Transfer 
No. 122 
3220 Skirt 
6 sizes, 34-44 








No. 3232, Lapres’ Sir-On 
Blouse. Size 36 requires 244 
yards of 40-inch material. 
For the braid design Transfer 
No. 1227 may be used. 


No. 3220, Lapres’ PLEATED 
SKIRT; attached to camisole. 
Size 36 requires 34 yards of 
‘O-inch material and 3% yard 
ot 32-inch for camisole. Width 
it lower edge, 274 yards. 


No. 3193, Lapies’ Si-ONn 
Dress. Size 36 requires 434 
yards of 36-inch material and 
; yard of 36-inch contrasting. 
Width at lower edge, 1% 
yards. Charmingly applied is 
the cross-stitch for which 
Transfer No. 1253 may be 
used, 


oo Summery Styles Make Much of Ruffles, Pleats, 
— Embroidery and Bright Prints 
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3210 Suit Coat 
6 sizes, 14-16 
36-42 

















































3209 Suit Coat 
7 sizes, 14-16 
36-44 


36- 
Transfer No. 1149 


THE OUTLOOK 


By ANNE RITTENHOUSE & 





HE dead Pharaoh who has 
been left to lie in his tomb 
in Egypt has _ stimulated 
clothes more than the world 
war did. Students may consider it 
solely in the light of an archeological 
discovery, but that episode to dress 
designers is a mere incident com- 
pared to the fact that it has upset 
the balance of fashion, a balance 
which was pretty well established. 

What the discovery of a young 
and handsome mummy will do to 
our clothes in the future, no prophet 
sayeth. Sufficient to the day is the 
turmoil thereof. 

It’s a happy coincidence that such 
an important archeological discovery 
comes at a,season when it is possible 
to project cotton clothes for warm 
weather. Egypt, you know, was the 
land of cotton; it was the original 
“Dixie.” Possibly the boll-weevil 
was one of the seven plagues brought 
upon the land by Aaron. The valley 
of the Nile raised cotton for the 
world when East was better than 
West, and as a fabric it had no rival. 
King and commoner wore it. Winter 
did not demand a change. Through 
four thousand years it was developed 





3204 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 


No. 3210, Lapres’ AND MIssEs’ 
Suir Coat. Size 36 requires 
1% yards of 40-inch material 
and 4% yard of 36-inch for 
collar. This bloused coat is 
smartly developed in pat- 
terned material. 












into rare and artistic garments, dip- 
ped into dyes of which the secret is 
lost. It was embroidered in fantastic 
figurations that are copied now by a 
girl rocking on the porch of a thriv- 
ing town in this modern continent. 

In the wild rush of the fashion 
for cotton clothes because Pharaohs 
wore them, America proudly lifts her 
head to claim that she is the equal 
of Egypt in producing the cotton 
plant. The South joyfully sees an 
immense development of its pet 
effort in agriculture. 

[Turn to page 68) 









































No. 3209, Lapis’ AND Misses’ 
Suir Coat. Size 36 requires 
2% yards of 40-inch material 
or 15@ yards of 54-inch. For 
the effective decoration Trans- 
fer No. 1149 is suggested. 


No. 3204, Lapiges’ Siip-On 
Dress; apron tunic trimmed 
with tiers of ruffles. Size 36 
requires 6 yards of 36-inch 
material. Width at lower edge, 
1% yards. 


No. 3218, Lapres’ Sir-On 
Dress. Size 36 requires 45 
yards of 36-inch material and 
¥% yard of 36-inch contrast- 
ing. Width at lower edge, 154 
yards. An excellent model for 
Egyptian printed silks or 
cottons. 












3218 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 





3193 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 3232 3210 3209 3204 3193 3218 
Transfer No. 1253 3220 
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3226 Dress 


9 sizes, 34-50 




























3219 Dress 


\ \ 7 sizes, 34-46 
’ 







3194 Dress “~ 
6 sizes, 34-44 
Transfer No. 1225 








3208 Dress 
9 sizes, 34-50 
Transfer No. 1280 





3196 Dress 
9 sizes, 34-50 





For Fair June Days 


No. 3194, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 
requires 544 yards of 40-inch ma- 
4 terial; contrasting, 54 yard of 45- 
La oo inch. Width at lower edge, 154 

¥ yards. Transfer No. 1225 may be 


used for girdle ornament. 




















No. 3208, Lapres’ Sur-On No. 3219, Lapres’ Dress. Size 
Dress. Size 36 requires 374 36 requires 31% yards of 36-inch 
yards of 36-inch and ™% yard material, 1 yard of 36-inch for 
of 40-inch contrasting. Width, vest and sash, and % yard of 
1% yards. For the Egyptian 36-inch for collar. Width at 
trimming, Transfer No. 1280 lower edge, 154 yards. 

may be used. 

















No. 3196, Lapres’ Siip-ON 
No. 3226, Laptes’ Dress. Size Dress. Size 36 requires 5 yards 









36 requires 3'4 yards of 32- of 36-inch material. Width at 
inch material and 34 yard of lower edge, 1% yards. The 
36-inch. Width, 15¢ yards. front draperies are arranged in 







an original manner. 





No. 3238, Lapres’ THREE-PIEcE 

CostuME. Size 36 requires, No. 3117, Lapies’ Dress; 
View A, 134 yards of 40-inch separate blouse; two-piece skirt 
plain, 2 yards of 40-inch figured ; attached to waist lining. Size 
View B, 234 yards of 40-inch 36 requires 344 yards of 36- 
figured, 2 yards of 36-inch plain. inch material. Width, 1% yards. 
Width, 15¢ yards. Transfer No. 1262 may be used. 




























(Continued from page 67] 








RANCE has a spokesman for cotton in Rodier, the wizard 

weaver, whose fabrics are worn on the banks of the Wabash 
and the embankments of the Seine. Rodier speaks for cotton 
fabrics through a trumpet. He has invented weaves with modified 
Egyptian figurations and Indo-Chinese landscapes. He has dipped 
white cotton into black dye and printed it with colored figures. 
He insists that fine cotton crépe is the rival of Georgette crépe 
and women believe him 

All of which means that cotton, companioned by fine silk, will 
dominate our wardrobes during hot weather months. This is as 
it should be. We, of this country, should not take England and 
France as guides for the weight of our summer clothes. 

This demand for cotton clothes brings in calico. Do you know 
that printed cotton was used for window hangings in other 
centuries by those who could not afford brocade and velvet? It 
antedates horse-hair. It was the delight of the interior decorator. 
Then, suddenly, women in a moment of caprice made frocks of 
this ordinary fabric and flaunted themselves about the streets and 
into church pews during the Eighteenth Century, much to the 
fury or the silk weavers. 

Today as then a call for cotton goes up from every part of 
the land. Trade has rushed to hidden corners to unearth discarded 
bolts of printed cottons which have not seen the light of day for 
years. They have been tumbled on the shelves to meet the demand 
for whatever is strange that resembles Egypt. One writer calls 
it “post mortem work.” 

3226 3208 3194 3219 3196 3238 [Turn to page 69) 





















3117 Dress 
8 sizes, 34-48 
Transfer No. 1262 






















3238 Costume 
5 sizes, 34-42 
View B 
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dl 3238 Costume | 
5 sizes, 34-42 
> View A 
me. 


















3238 3117 
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\) 3195 Dress 
\ 6 sizes, 34-44 


3201 Dress 


7 sizes, 34-46 






Modes a La Parisienne 


No. 3193, Lapres’ Suip- No. 3201, Lapies’ Siip- 
On Dress; two-piece On Dress. Size 36 re- 
skirt. Size 36 requires quires 3 yards of 36-inch 
3% yards of 36-inch and = material and % yard of 
¥% yard of 36-inch. 36-inch for yoke. Width 
Width, 154 yards. at lower edge, 154 yards. 


3193 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 


Size 36 requires 334 On Dress. Size 36 re- 
yards of 36-inch material quires 4% yards of 36- 
and 134 yards of 40-inch inch material and %4 
for sleeves and panels. yard of 36-inch con- 
Width at lower edge,  trasting. Width at lower 
1% yards. edge, 154 yards. 


No. 3195, Laprgs’ Dress. No. 3218, Lapres’ Siip- 


No, 3198, Lapies’ Strp- No. 3203, Lapres’ Even- 
On Dress; closing at ING Dress. Size 36 re- 
shoulders. Size 36 re- quires:4'%% yards of 36- 
quires 434 yards of 36- inch material. Width at 
inch material; collar, 4 lower edge, 154 yards. 
yard of 36-inch. Width Transfer No. 1265 may 
\at lower edge, 2 yards. be used. 





No. 3239, Lapies’ Cape Dress. Size 
36, View A, requires 534 yards of 
36-inch material, 254 yards of 36- 
inch figured; View B, 334 yards of 
36-inch material, 134 yard of 12- 
inch for front. Width at lower 
edge, 1% yards. 


{Continued from page 68} 






NDIAN table cloths sell for frocks more easily now than last 
summer. The black and white Rodier cotton crépe will be 
fashioned into a thousand frocks, pleated skirts, jumper jackets and 
loose blouses. Bright-colored cotton with small white figures lends 
itself happily to the flounced frocks that French designers unite in 
making the fashion because they are copying Eugenie’s clothes and 
she had one hundred and three flounces on one skirt. 

Checked gingham is used for collars, cuffs and waistcoats on 
blue serge frocks, also for over-blouses and sleeveless jackets over 
white muslin blouses. In pleated separate skirts it carries out the 
fashionable plaid design. 
si Cotton net makes its appearance. It belongs to the generation 

that preceded ours. It was then called ‘point d’ esprit.’ It served 
4 for evening frocks over slips of colored taffeta; it was trimmed 
+ 
5) 
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with flowers or bows of gay taffeta ribbon. Each of these fashions 
5 repeats itself this summer. 
When cotton net is without the dot, it is embroidered in the 
» Fs new Roman mosaic design which France launched in beads on a 
silk net or Georgette crépe foundation. Over-blouses of plain 
cotton net have a mosaic design down the middle back and at 
edges of the short sleeves. Another cotton fabric that sweeps back 
&/ P rz) into place and power is unbleached muslin. It is not as cheap 
’ [7 Q now as then. It was used two generations ago for frocks, not 
3203 Dress by the city dwellers, but by these who lived in the country, 


3193 PL kag. 3001 without claiming it was the smart thing to do. 








3218 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
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3239 Cape Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
View A 








3239 


Cape Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
View B 





3198 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
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| | Frocks With Short Sleeves Foresee Warm Weather 
; 

/ No. 3131, Lapres’ Strp-On Dress; 


SCRANTON | 
closing at shoulders. Size 36 requires 


The fod ages of dietine- 3 yards of 36- or 40-inch material. 
tion 1s ed to your home ; g 1e > “we I 

i ile aaleitn dosemvence Width at lower edge, about 1% 
of correctly selected yards. For the gay printed ma- 


terials so much in vogue a model 


















curtains. 
of this kind is especially suitable. 3131 Dress 3128 Cape 
7 sizes, 34-46 Small, medium 
large 



































No. 3128, Lapres’ aND Misses’ Cape; 
48-inch length. Small size requires 
3¥% yards of 40-inch material and 
3% yards of 36-inch for lining. 
Width at lower edge, 134 yards. 
Gray silk crépe trimmed with white 
braid makes a delightful cape. 





No. 3138, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 / 
requires 314 yards of 36-inch ma- 





terial. Width at lower edge, 1% fy 
: yards. Bright cross-stitch enlivens / 
: many of this summer’s frocks. gf 
‘ Transfer No. 1253 may be used. > 


No. 3085, Lapres’ Stip-On Dress; 
closing at shoulders and left under- 
arm. Size 36 requires 374 yards of 
36-inch material. Width at lower 

edge, 1% yards. A tucked model 
is always desirable for the sheer 
| fabrics such as voile, swiss and 
organdie. 








| No. 3123, Lapres’ Strp-On Dress; 
one-piece circular skirt with yoke. 
Size 36 requires 3% yards of 40-inch 


material and 7 yard of 40-inch for 
f yoke and sash. Width at lower edge. 
; about 134 yards. 

: 


that assure interior charm 
and exterior beauty 





a 








: ~ 
rm > 
bs The complete charm of a | : 4 
4 home—outside and in—de- } 
+ pends upon the curtains at its \ : 
windows. ~ oe ® 
. 


Scranton Lace Curtains 
) have soft transparency and 
dainty airiness; beauty of pat- 
of terns in ample variety for every 
type of architecture and in- 
terior design. And, by no 
} means least important, they 
are made to retain their 
straight-hanging loveliness, 
fresh and unspoiled through 
years of service. 


Lv we meee 








This Book will help you to 
have Beautiful Curtains 


“New Outlooks for Every 
Home” has been specially writ- 
ten for home owners and home 
makers by a well-known 
decorator. It describes and 
illustrates curtains as they 
should be used in your home’s 
living-room, its dining-room, 
bedrooms, bathrooms, halls and 
kitchen. It tells you how to 
achieve the most distinctive ef- 
fects in window treatment 














This authoritative work— 
with Companion Book show- 
ing the many beautiful pat- 
terns and styles of Scranton 
Curtains—will be sent upon 
request. 











Mail this coupon to-day. If 
you have an unusual curtain 
problem, write our Service 
Department about it , \ 





3134 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
Transfer No. J269 













ae) Look for the 

Lif Scranton 

a trade-mark 

d ewn im every 7 . ~s 

; pair of No. 3134, Lapies’ Dress. Size 
curtains, 36 requires 3% yards of 36- 






inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 14% yards. Transfer No. 4\ 
1269 may be used for the em- SY 
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hy bea for broidered motifs. ® 

i | LACE CO. ( 3085 Dress 

Dept. 3-F Scranton, Penna. 7 sizes, 34-46 
“if Please send me “‘New Out 
aa: looks for Every Home’ and 
ott | ® Companion Book with repro 1\ 
oe: ductions of Scranton Lace Cur 
qT! | tains, Filet Nets, Super-Filet \ ’ - 
abe Nets, Novelty Curtains, a } 

nd Searfs; Dimity, Crochet 
and Satin Hedspreads | 3138 Dress | 3123 Dress 
9 sizes, 34-50 7 sizes, 34-46 
| Transfer No. 1253 

‘ Name \ 
> | 
I : | | Address ii 
q ; ““S State 
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‘ —— nal 3138 3134 3131 3085 3128 3123 
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The Egyptian Element Increases Fashion Diversity 















3236 Wrap 
6 sizes, 14-16 
6-42 




















3195 Dress 


6 sizes, 34-44 


3204 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 
Transfer No. 1039 
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, t 3208 Dress 









No. 3208, Lapies’ Siip-On Dress. 
Size 36 requires 334 yards of 36- 
inch material. Width at lower edge, 
144 yards. A most practical day- 
time frock suitable for ratine or 
linen. For monogram, Transfer No. 
1260 may be used. 


No. 3236, Lapres’ AND MuIssEs’ 
Wrap. Size 36 requires 37¢ yards 
of 40-inch materiai. Width at lower 
edge, 27g yards. The fashionable 
flared flounce and large collar are 
featured in this model. 


No. 3204, Lapies’ Sitip-On Dress. 
Size 36 requires 3% yards of 36- 
inch material. Width at lower edge, 
154 yards. The Egyptian note is 
acquired by the scarab design for 
which Transfer No. 1039 may be 
used. 


No. 3194, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 
‘ requires 334 yards of 40-inch ma- 
¢ terial. Width at lower edge, 154 
yards. Embroideries, like everything 
else, follow the vogue for things 
Egyptian. Transfer No. 1280 may 
be used effectively on this dress. 


No. 3118, Lapres’ Dress; with back 
waist panel; two-piece skirt with 
three-piece tunic. Size 36 requires 
5% yards of 36-inch material. Width 
at lower edge, 134 yards. Transfer 
No. 1055 may be used. 
9 sizes 34-50 
Transfer No. 1260 


3194 Dress 
6 sizes, 34-44 
Transfer No. 1280 















No. 3195, Laptes’ Dress. 
Size 36 requires 334 yards 
of 40-inch material. Width 
at lower edge, 14 yards. 
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[ 3118 Dress 
6 sizes, 34-44 
rransfer.No, 105! 









3195 «3194 3118 









| Address .. 






























MRS, GRACE HORCHLER, 4352 MICHIGAN 
AVENUE, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


From 234 lbs. 
to 160 


The amazing st of Mrs. Horchler, 
who took off 74 lbs. through a novel 
method of weight reduction, and be- 
came anew woman in health and figure 


HAD just about given 

up hope when I got in 
touch with Wallace. Every 
reducing method I had tried, 
from fasting and Turkish 
baths to drugs and machin- 
ery, had failed me, and | 
wauace = =looked with questiop on 
the Wallace method. 

“Just like all the rest,” I thought.“You either 
have to stop eating or work yourself to death to 
get any results at all, Finally I persuaded my- 
self to try out Wallace’s first-lesson reducing 
recordinmy home, on his free trial offer. Zhat 
opened my eyes! My reduction in one week 
was so great and so delightfully achieved as to 
be almost unbelievable. Continuing with my 
reducing records—well, here is what I did— 
took off 74 pounds in 4 months, and made a 
remarkable improvement in my health, figure 
and whole appearance.”’ 

Mrs. Horchler is only one of Wallace’s 
many cases of wonderful reduction. More than 
200,000 people in al! will tell you that Wal- 
lace’s is the method that works —just as surely 
as heat or cold works on the thermometer! 

No Starving—No Punishment 
The Wallace Method one of real pleasure! 

Wallace can take off your surplus weight just as he 
took off Mrs. Horchler’s, He can take off the neces- 
sary number of pounds, whatever it be—20— 50— 70 
—or 80. He can make your figure normal in weight 
and dimensions. And he won’t ask you to starve your- 
self or tax yourself with book reading or any other irk- 
some rigamarole. His method is a simple and easy one 
because it goes hand in hand with Nature. What Wal- 
lace gives you to do takes care of the food you eat. It 
causes the food to make only blood, bone and sinew. 
Nothing is left to make fat. 
















































































What You Should Weigh For 
Your Height and Age 
Height Age Age Age A 
in 2to yre 80to 9 yrs 40 to 49 yrs 50 and Over 
Inches Lbs. Lbs, Lbs. Lbs. 
0 1ll 116 122 126 
61 113 118 14 127 
62 116 120 127 130 
63 118 123 130 133 
64 122 127 133 136 
65 125 131 137 140 
6 135 141 146 
67 138 139 150 
68 143 149 155 
69 141 147 153 159 
70 145 156 163 




























Results in 5 Days 
Just try Wallace’s method for a week! 
That’s all he asks. You'll see results in a t 
week that will once and for all settie the 
question of how to reduce, 


Send No Money 

Not a cent! Just mail the coupon and 
get Wallace’s first Reducing record (in 
a plain container) free for 5 days” trial 
in yourhome. Put Wallace’s method 
>. to the test. Note your reduction in 5 
. days. Let the scales tell you. If you 
are not more than delighted and 
amazed with your reduction and the 
\ ease with which it was made, just 
\ return the record at Wallace’s ex- 
Y pense and you won’t owe him a 
cent for anything. Fill out and 
: mail the coupon and be prepared 
for a wonderful surprise. 


WALLACE, 630S. Wabash Aver, Chicago 

Please send me FREE and PREPAID for 5 days’ 
free trial the original Wallace Reducing Record for 
my first reducing lesson. If lam not perfectly satis 
fied with the results, I will return your record and will 
neither owe you one cent nor be obligated in any way, 
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Summer Fashions Planned for the Miss by Paris 

































No. 3197, Misses’ Dress; suitable 

for small women; two-piece skirt re, 
Size 16 requires 34 yards of 40- i.) te 
inch material. Width at lower edge, 3197 Dress , 
17% yards. Dotted swiss with dainty 4 sizes. 14-20 
ruffling is charming for this model 


No. 3237, Misses’ Strp-On Dress; 
suitable for small women. Size 16 
requires 174 yards of 54-inch bor- 
dered material. Width at lower 
edge, 1% yards. This one-piece 
frock is equally smart in plain or 
bordered material. 


No. 3234, Misses’ Siip-On Dress; 
suitable for small women. Size 16 
requires 334 yards of 40-inch ma 
terial and 7% yard of 40-inch for 
yoke and band on tunic Width 
at lower edge, 12 yards 


No. 3233, Misses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; two-piece skirt. 
Size 16 requires 3 yards of 36-inch 
printed material and 2% yards of 
40-inch plain. Width at lower edge, 
1% yards. One of the latest modes 
with draped tunic and large collar. 


¥., 





No. 3202, Misses’ Siip-On Dress; 
suitable for small women; closing at 
shoulders. Size 16 requires 3 yards 
of 36-inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 1344 yards. Embroidery is the 
sole and all-sufficient trimming on 
this dress. Transfer No. 1174 may 
be used. 
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No. 3217, Misses’ Stip-On Dress; 
suitable for small women. Size 16 
requires 3 yards of 36-inch material 
Width at lower edge, 1% yards. 
Transfer No. 1267 is suggested for 
the embroidery which would be ef- 
fective on linen or pongee. 










No. 3124, Musses’ Siip-On 
Dress; suitable for small 
women; two-piece skirt. Size 
16 requires 274 yards of 40- 
inch material and 4% yard of 
40-inch contrasting for girdle 
at lower edge, 1'% 
yards when finished. 










3237 Dress 


4 sizes, 14-20 
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HE TREO Elastic Girdle, 
} which made possible present- Width 
day modes, has found new and 
even more exquisite expression 
in its latest models of “Treo- 


3234 Dress 


4 sizes, 14-20 


tex.”” This newly-invented 

surgical elastic web, upon which its cre- 

} ators worked for years, enables all 

women, of whatever type of figure, to 

enjoy the figure-freedom, and dress- 

distinction that only the Treo Elastic 
Girdle imparts. 







ASA cain REET 


Women of fashion, corsetieres, design- 
ers, all acclaim it as the perfecting touch 
to the Treo lines of models, which, with 
their exclusive features, their smartness, 
and their universal utility, has made 
them the accepted of the fastidious. 

The “Anchor Band”’ (the waist line 
band), which holds the girdle to the 
figure and prevents it from slipping; 
the “‘Feature Strip’’ (the strip above 
the waist line), which supports the beck 
and restrains the diaphragm, and the 
| new “Panel Back,’’ which flattens the 
back into the new silhouette, are fea- 
tures to be found only in the Treo Gir- 
dle, the Original All-Elastic Corset. 


}: Be sure tc demand the Treo model 
which was made for your type of figure. 
Prices: Treo Girdles, in lighter surgical 
web, $3 to $10; Treo Girdles of mercer- 
ized Treotex surgical web, $5.50 to $10; 
Treo Girdles of Silk Treotex surgical 
web, $12.50 to $25. Your dealer will be 
very glad to give you a fitting. Write 
for illustrated booklet. 


TREO COMPANY, Inc. 
Fifth Ave. at 29th St. New York City 
Great Britain: Distributing Corporation, Ltd., 
6 Wilson St., Finsbury Sq., London, E. C.4 
Canada 
Eisman & Co., 9 Temperance Street, Toronto 
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The New Panel Back 
Treotex Treo Girdle 


Note the Panel 
Back in illustra- 





t The new Treotex 
: I'reo Girdle Mod- 






: els are designed / tion at left—it flat- 

: | for the heavier) jtens the figure at 
figure, which ] the back into the 

' seeks the comfort new silhouette. 


so long enjoyed in | Ask for" T reotex” 
the Treo Girdle by 


i ; 
Treo Girdles if j y if ‘ j 
women of slender yours isabove-the- } | 
« | 


: cli Y 
; and medium figure, ‘Y average figure! 


| yy . SE 
| GIRDLE 
) The All-&lastic Corset 


The more elastic to the corset 












, bd 
3233 Dress 7 3202 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 Z 4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1174 





—the more grace to the figure fl 


gS VY WAS WU 7 
: 3217 Dress 


3124 Dress 4 sizes, 14-20 
4 sizes, 14-20 3197 3237 3234 3124 3233 3202 3217 Transfer No. 1267 
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3237 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1262 


3230 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1250 
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3197 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
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3211 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1157 


3202 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1195 






3235 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 


4 \ 3234 Dress 
pe Bd 1 Pp 4 sizes, 14-20 


Smart Frocks She Can Make With a Minimum of Effort 


No. 3197, Misses’ Dress; suit- 
able for small women; two-piece 
skirt. Size 16 requires 3% yards 
of 40-inch material and % yard 
of 40-inch contrasting for collar. 
Width at lower edge, 1% yards. 


No. 3230, Misses’ Dress; suit- 
able for small women. Size 16 
requires 3 yards of 36-inch ma- 
terial and 13@ yards of 24-inch 
for inset. Width, 1% yards. 
Transfer No. 1280 worked in gay 
colors may be used. 


No. 3237, Misses’ S.ip-On 
Dress; suitable for small women 
Size 16 requires 3'4 yards of 36- 
inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 25g yards. If embroidery is 


desired Transfer No. 1262 may 
be used. 
No. 3235, Misses’ Sip-On 


Dress; suitable for small women. 
Size 16 requires 15¢ yards of 40- 
inch figured material and 2 yards 
of 36-inch plain. Width at lower 


edge, 1% yards. A_ charming 
dress for social affairs. 
No. 3211, Misses’ EvENING 


Dress; suitable for small women. 
Size 16 requires 436 yards of 40- 
inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 134 yards. Transfer No. 
1157 may be used for rosebuds. 
Georgette is especially suitable for 
this model. 


No. 3202, Misses’ Siip-On 
Dress; suitable for small women. 
Size 16 requries 534 yards of 36- 
inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 13% yards. For motifs, 
Transfer No. 1195 is suggested. 


No. 3234, Misses’ S.ip- 
On Dress; suitable for 
small women. Size 16 re- 
quires 3 yards of 36-inch 
material and 44 yard of 
36-inch for yoke and girdle. 
Width at lower edge, 1% 
yards, 





























It is important 


to have a 
dependable 


VANILLA 


by Mrs Alice Wentworth 


FRIEND of mine said to me 
the other day, “I don’t know 
why it is, but I haven’t had any 
luck with my baking lately. I 
can’t even seem to make good pud- 
And yet that woman is 
really an unusually good cook! 


dings.” 


But there is one thing that she 
does not realize—that it just isn’t 
possible to get good results every 
time, unless your ingredients are 


dependable. 


is one of the most important in- 
gredients of all. 


For years, I have been using Dr. 
Price’s Vanilla. 
in my opinion, it is the finest va- 
nilla you can buy. It is absolutely 


dependable. 


used it, I have never had a bottle 
that was not up to Dr. Price’s high 
standard of quality, purity and 
uniform strength. 


Price’s Vanilla, you know, is 


made from 


beans. It is the pure extract, mel- 
lowed in wood. And you certainly 
can tell the difference. Price’s has 
a rich, smooth flavor—not the least 
like ordinary vanilla extracts or 
imitation “vanilla flavors.” 


just right in 


nor too strong. Cooking authori- 
ties everywhere accept it as the 
standard. So when your recipe 
calls for one teaspoonful of va- 


nilla, use 


Price’s Vanilla and the result will 
be perfect flavoring. 


You need only to try one bottle of 
Price’s Vanilla, to notice the improve- 
ment in your cooking. If you will send 
15c to the Price Flavoring Extract Co., 
237 E. Superior St., Dept. 9-C, Chicago, 
Ill., a generous trial bottle of Dr. 
Price’s Vanilla will be sent you, any- 
where in the United States. 
request, an attractive recipe book— 
“Delicious Desserts and Candies”— 
will be forwarded to you free of cost. 


MRs. 


Dr. Price’s True 
Lemon, Almond, 
Orange and 
other extracts 
are as true and 
delicious as Dr. 
Price’s Vanilla. 


Dr. Price’s Red 
Fruit Coloring 
and other pure 
food colors make 
many dishes 
dainty and at- 
tractive, 


per 


VANILLA 
EXTRACT 


At your grocer’s 








73 


















And vanilla, I think, 









I use it because, 









In all the time I have 











the very best vanilla 



















It is 
strength, neither weak 











one teaspoonful of 














Or, upon 







ALICE WENTWORTH. 
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Those Irresistible Small Clothes! 
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’ / \ 
: 3200 Overalls | 
, 5 sizes, 2-10 
| 
' 
: é 
; / 
: we 3215 Infant's f Y 
; 3215 Infant’ s Slip fn Petticoat bd 
i Transfer Ni ; Transfer No. 702 
. 2 | 
| 
ainsook | 
| | & 
if Is now the Favored Fab- | No. 3215, Inrant’s Sutip AND No. 3200, Boy’s Overatts. Size | 
; ic for Health. Coolness GertrupbE Petticoat. Slip re- 4 requires 134 yards of 32-inch 
ric tor Flealth, ees, quires 144 yards of 36-inch ma- material and % yard of 36-inch | ‘ 
; Comfort and Economyin terial; petticoat, 74 yard of 36- for bands and belt. [ 
; eee / > . J inch. Transfer No. 990 may be 5 siz 
Children’s Underwear used on slip, No. 702 on petticoat. No. 3228, Cup's One-Piece V 
Dress; with drawers. Size 3 re- 
Mothers ! You can now buy No. 3108, Girt’s Strp-ON Dress. quires 2% yards of 36-inch ma- 
your children 3-in-1 ««E-Z”’ Size 12 requires 14g yards of 36 terial. For the dainty trimming, | 
rs 7s os aterial, 14% yards of same Transfer No. 947 is suggested. 
: Waist Union Suits made ot inch material t + yards — . Suge 
: ‘ : | width for skirt and cuffs. Trans- 
th this cool, comfortable, easily fer No. 1177 may be used. No. 2981, CuiLp’s Romper. Size 
a laundered, long- ae, eg 4 requires 1% yards of 32-inch 
2 Nainsook ««E-Z’’ undergar- No. 3119, Cuip’s Apron. Size checked material and % yard of 
. eneute ane ence elite the tame 8 requires 15@ yards of 32-inch 36-inch plain. Transfer No. 1198 
i- | . ' , material. Cretonne is used for may be used for pockets. 
if care that has made the name the apron and sun-bonnet. 3228 Dress 
“E-Z’’ a guarantee of satisfac- No. 3113, Grirw’s Stip-On $ oe, Coeeee { 
‘ } tion in children’s underwear Dress. Size 8 requires 2% yards Transfer N 
. | of 36-inch material. Very ap No. 947 
: for over 26 years. . <p | 
1 ‘ propriate for a girl’s frock is | 
‘ When you buy your children the cross-stitch for which Trans- | 
dependable Nainsook ‘‘E-Z’’ fer No. 1201 may be used. 
Waist Union Suits you are 2981 Romper 

} ¢ aN 4 sizes. 1-6 

assured of unbreakable bone \\ Transfer No. 1198 

: buttons taped on to stay; re- 

inforced bias bindings for every 
} seam ; beautiful finish and care- 
ful workmanship in each and 
i every garment. 
4 Remember! itary, g! 
ember :—a sanitary, glas- 
‘ sine envelopesealseach**E-Z”’ 
| garment for cleanliness, safety 
and ened reasons. 
THE Z WAIST 
TRADE MARK REGISTERED 
, “The eee Xe Which To Measure 
: Al hildren’s Underwear 
IS SOLD IN THE CHILDREN’ 
UNDERWEAR DEPARTMENT 
OF MOST GOOD STORES 
Write f r Nai b Bootler B 
The KE “L Waist Co. 
| Worth St New York 
: 
| GoOouRss s 3113 Dress 
esceg* o? : 5 sizes, 6-14 
Transfer No. 1201 
3108 Drees | (er Ye ee 
| 5 sizes, 6-14 
: Transfer No. 1177 
, 3114 Romper 
: 4 sizes, 6 months 
r / to 3 years 
; No. 3106, Grrt’s / No. 3114, CHrtp’s Romper; closing 
Hats AND SuN- , | under leg. Size 3 requires 1% yards ) 
BONNET. Medium -> 7? | / \ of 32-inch material and 1% yard of 36- 
size requires 34 Ayo Y / \ inch for collar, cuffs and belt. 

} yard of 32-inch | gl ~ t_| | | j ; 
material for sun- », \ XJ \ | Se No. 3120, Grru’s Suip-On Dress; clos- oe 
bonnet and 4 4 ~ es . ing at shoulders; kimono sleeves. Size LO 
yard of 36-inch ° te \ . 8 requires 134 yards of 36- or 40-inch yar 

: for hat vy," material. yar 
: vino au wY Tra 
Yn) c 
ir Ra a 19 5 ey 3120 Dress t - 
4 | hd 6 sizes, 2- 5 sizes, 6-14 
I) {4 3106 od ll 3106 Hat \ f Wi TLae } 
tal Small, medium, large Small, medium, large \\ yt U\ 
Ui i} — 
3215 321 Mss: 3228 2981 3108 3119 3120 3113 3114 32: 
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For the Many Activities of Young Lives 






3206 Romper 


3 sizes, 2-6 


3229 Sacque 
4 sizes, 6 months 
to 3 years 
Transfer No. 317 




















3231 | 
Romper 


4 sizes, 1-4 


Transfers Nos 


690, 1121 Lema } 
ii | 
Gigs 





















3229 Nightgown 


a=" At the table 
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oa \. 
i 
‘( 4 1; all men are still boys 
=> ; ere —n~ | 
tC. 7) ™4 Goop things to eat are 
> No. 3206, Cuitp’s Romper. Si No. 3229, C ’s NE-PIEc i >] 
A ee: % yard of 32-inch iacunaent ines ae of prime importance to. 
check and % yard of 36-inch squires 17; ds of 36-inch f = 
plain material for waist and belt mt ttn iT toed of "32-inch the menfolks. All men 
f ’ : ‘ 
No. 3231, age Romper. Size + al aa coten op tatiana are boys at stomach. 
3 requires 154 yards of 32-inch 
\ material and i yard of 36-inch No. 3227, Girt’s Dress. Size 12, They never gTrow up, 
contrasting. ransfer No. 690 Vi B, ires 21% s of i =n i 
a may be used for smocking, No. 36-inch Beene ye Nyy Ae especially when it comes 
1121 for appliqué. Pe ave plain for sides and to sweet things. 
\ Le 3227, Giru’s Dress. Size 8, , 
\ fiew A, requires 1% yards of No. 3225, Girt’s Dress. Size 12 ’ ite pe 
| \ 36-inch flowered material eee 4 aeiese 2% vate ange dle It S really quite easy 
yard of 40-inch plain. The use terial and 1% yards of 30-inch 
. . of two materials gives a quaint Socal nated ye ne ty - to please them. They 
) anes eet. like simple desserts as 
No. 3199, Boy’s BasEBALL Suit. . 66 
Size 10 seeniine 044 pee of 27- long as they are not a 
inch material. Striped gray S@ »? 
aaper flannel is excellent for this suit. lot of alr. 
0. 1198 3199 Suit ° 
S sizes, 6-14 With a score of good 
ways to use Minute 
Tapioca, you can have 
it often, yet not repeat 
the same dessert for 
many weeks. Serve 
. Minute Tapioca cream— 
) roa ns nes chocolate, peach, berry; 
f iia oa oe . 
BET ES use all sorts of fruits, 
7 ti canned or fresh, with 
Minute Tapioca for 
th ont gig O18 delicious puddings. 
x Ra ae igeti oe gemee* 
’ ’ "ei tl 5 a ugits PT ° 
] 4 Oe " | 7] 
j | | ‘ ‘ eat ye it es we G08 EF 
\ % ae A} / hee Ge gent hae os 
N ! A ~ lus titeeen nt ie 8% ag 
. i)\ jiee eg gett NER og 
il | ef seue tt 9 Beg 
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It requires 
no soaking 
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Directions for using it 
are very simple. Min- 
ute Tapioca requires 
no soaking ; it is always 
ready for use. It is 
cooked thoroughly in 
fifteen minutes 
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wane 2 
= afi 

= df Your grocer has 
“SV 3213 Dress Minute Tapioca. Put 
3142D P S, V] 5 sizes, 6-14 it on your order list 
“S ‘ ress ATS oy 8 Trausfer No. 1172 today. The red box 
eds mit, » a . with the blue band and 
3 een eee the Minute Man iden- 

36- a tifies the genuine 
: : x ; New Cook Book 
clos- No. 3142, CHILD’s Dress WITH No. 3213, Girt’s Dress. Size 10 A wiweditanct the 
Size BLOOMERS. Size 8 requires 254 requires 2 yards of 32-inch check Minute Tapioca Cook 
inch yards of 32-inch material and % and 1 yard of 36-inch plain ma- Book ig now ready for 
yard of 36-inch contrasting. terial. For appliqué pocket distributi®h. Send for 

Transfer No. 1174 may be used. Transfer No. 1172 may be used. your copy—free 





MINUTE TAPIOCA COMPANY 


G4") /A \\ . - — Tt Ten p</ 
| 1 oy © he 106 Monroe Street, Orange, Mass. 
LI LL pe thaicr 3225 Dress \ us \ Makers of Minute Tapioca, Minute Gelatine, 


3227-3231 «3206 «= 3229 ~- 3229 View B 5 sizes, 6-14 3199 3142 3227 3225 3213 and Star Brand Pearl Tapioca 
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This charming sweater 
és made of Shetland 
Floss, and is No, 2721 
from Minerva Knit- 


ting Boot, Vol. XV. 


The “feel “ 
0 f loveliness 


Some sweaters look smart 
and chic, but when you 
touch them their harshness 
belies their soft appearance. 
That is not true of sweaters 
made of Minerva Yarns- 

the yarns are soft, “lofty,” 
and lustrous. They are a 
pleasure to knit or crochet 
with—a lasting comfort to 










wear, and they are so good- 


Minerva Yarns 


looking. 
come in nearly three hun- 
dred smart, becoming, and 
beautiful colors, andin many 
delightful textures. 


The -ACinerva 

Knitting Book 
This book is filled from cover 
to cover with all that is newest 
and best in the hand-knitting 
and crocheting art. You will 
find just the garments you need 
for the happy outdoor summer 
months. Get it at your Minerva 
Yarn counter for 15 cents (by 
mail postpaid 20 cents; 25 cents 
in Canada). 


MINERVA 


YARNS 


Sam ple Offer 
Wool Flowers 


@ Fifteen pieces of Minerva 
Yarns of different colors 
with instructions for mak- 
ing the wool flowers now 
so fashionable will be sent 
for ten cents (stamps or 
coin). Fill out this coupon. 





JAMES LEES & SONS CO N-3 
220 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y 


Genglemen I am enclosing ten cents, for which 
please"send me Minerva Yarns and instructions 
for making flowers. 
666 ckeedsrsuukettoncedunee 
OPOCE ccc cers sssssesesess 


CP ccs tate 


My dealer is 
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1275 — Basket 
Lunch Cloth 
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Designs You Can Stamp Instantly 
With a Hot Iron 


By Elisabeth May Blondel 


1279 — Lot 


Suits 








Trimming for 
Dresses and 
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1278 — Design 
for Tea Towels 
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1280 — Egyptian Design for 
Dresses and Suits 


1276— Transfer Pattern for 
Butterfly Corners. Includes 
8 butterfly corner designs. 
Butterfly measures 5'4 inches 
high and to inches across. 
Develop in buttonhole-, satin- 
and outline-stitch using pur- 
le, blue, yellow and gold. 
f preferred, work entirely 
in one color such as delft- 
blue or green. These butter- 
flies are attractive for corners 
of a table cover, and for 
curtains and scarfs, Place 
the butterflies one at each 
end of a pair of curtains at 
the inner corners as _ they 
hang. Edges for both cloth 
and curtains are to be worked 
in delft-blue buttonholing and 


an overstitch in gold. This 
stitch is illustrated in the 
pattern, Price, 30 cents 


Yellow or blue. 
1275——-Transfer Pattern for 
Basket Corners. Includes 4 
corner designs 10% inches 
square; and 7 yards of bor- 
der % inch wide. These 
basket corners developed in 
colors make an_ attractive 
decoration for a lunch cloth 
or large centerpiece. Work 
the straight lines and basket 
in brown or gray darning- 
stitch, the flowers in button- 
hole-stitch using blue and 
lavender, both with yellow 
centers, and orange with 
green centers; stems and 
leaves green, and all dots in 
French knots. Price, 35 
cents. Yellow or blue. 


1280—Transfer Pattern for 
Egyptian Trimming. Includes 
2 picture designs 9x 13% 
inches: 6 lotus sprays 16% x 
7% inches; 3% yards of 
double border 2% _ inches 
wide which may be cut apart 
and used single. Develop in 
running-stitch in Egyptian 
colors, blue, henna, green, 
gold and black. Price, 40 
cents. Yellow or blue. 

















Gimme ee Bo 


1274—Transfer Pattern for Cross-Stitch Basket and Border. Incfudes 1 basket design 
measuring 1554 x 18% inches; and 8 yards of border 7% inch wide. For a bedspread 
of unbleached muslin, linen or sateen, work flowers in blue, rose, violet and orange, 
basket in black or tan. Full directions included. Price, 30 cents. Yellow or blue. 


How to Obtain McCall Kaumagraph Transfer Patterns 


Leading dealers nearly ovteubes sell McCall Transfers. If you find that you can’t 
secure them, write to The McCall Company, 232-250 W. 37th ee New York City, or 
to the nearest Branch Office, 208-212 S. Temes St., Chicago, Til.;' 140 Second St., 


San Francisco, Cal.; 82 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, G2.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 





1277—Lazy-Daisy Design for 
resses 


1278— Transfer Pattern for 
Tea Towels. Includes 7 de- 
signs—3 for china, 2 for 
silver, and 2 glass designs. 
The teacup measures 2% x 
4% inches, These are dainty 
in outline- and buttonhole- 
stitch, the outlines in red or 
blue to match toweling. If 
desired, the flowers may be 
worked in rose, with leaves 
green. Use single stitches 
for the leaves and work the 
centers of flowers in French 
knots which may be yellow. 
If preferred, the china de- 
signs may be worked en- 
tirely in one color to match 
the border of towel. Price, 
20 cents. Blue. 


1279— Transfer Pattern for 
Lotus Border. Includes 4'% 
yards of double border 6% 
inches wide, which may be 
cut apart; 4% yards of 
narrow border % inch wide; 
and 4 motifs 6 inches square. 
This trimming is especially 
smart in the Egyptian colors, 
blue, red, gold and green, 
developed in darning-stitch. 
Work the running lines in 
red, leaves in green and blue 
outline-stitch, and edges in 
gold. Another effective color 
combination is to make the 
three lines in different colors, 
upper line red, next line blue, 
and the last yellow. Price, 
40 cents Yellow or blue. 


1277 -— Transfer Pattern for 
Lazy-Daisy Trimming. In- 
cludes a neck design; 4 small 
motifs 5x234 inches; 4 motifs 
13'4x2% inches; and 4 motifs 
12%x1™% inches. Especially 
good for house dresses and 
aprons embroidered in lazy- 
daisy- and running-stitch with 
wool, cotton or silk. Work in 
two shades of one color on 
light material, or orange and 
blue on grey, or blue and 
green on henna. Price, 2° 
cents. Yellow or blue. 
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Four Special Ladies’ Garments | 












These Patterns include a 
SPECIAL 
TRANSFER DESIGN ie 


Exactly made to fit 
each size 
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| eae In the 
4 8 ib hid ceo Treasure - Chests 


_ 3221 — Ladies’ Breakfast Coat 
with Special Transfer (Yellow). 


a Ei i Price, 35 cents. In 6 sizes, 34 to of Dowagégers and Brides 





44. Size 36 requires 4% yards of 
36-inch material. First cut the ma- 
nage —_ oe — —— 
in colors escribdec an trat 6 . 
in pattern, The darning-stitch is In the administration of her household, 
easy to do and effective. . 

the wise woman, whether she be dowager 
or bride, counts as one of her greatest 
treasures, the ample stores of Fruit of 
the Loom garments and bedding that she 
has provided for every need. For, Fruit 
of the Loom Muslin has proved its 













223—Ladies’ and Misses’ Neg- 


i ligee with Special Transter (Yel- i i 
amy low), Melon, a5.gemtn, te 6 diane: virtues to three generations of house- 
=f small, medium, large. Small size 


yg ne ge wives before her. She knows that this ; 


inch material. Embroider in darn- 




































= ing-, satin- and lazy-daisy-stitch, in peerless cotton fabric wears supremely 
A) colors described and illustrated in i j i i 
ad 4 pattern. well, that it retains its snowy whiteness 
eae through countless launderings, and that 
= its fine, soft texture is agreeable to feel 
ign for ° 
and touch. So, she uses it not only for 
sheets and pillow-cases, but for garments 
of many kinds. 
This general-utility cotton cloth is now 
P available in finishes other than the muslin. 
rn tor . . . . 
7 dee You can buy it in cambric, as well as in 
2 or ° . . . . . 
esigns prints and plain colors. For lingerie, in- 
2%4x . 
dainty fants’ wear, and other requirements, there 
onhole- ° a . 
red or is a new Fruit of the Loom nainsook, de- 
= im . . ° 
, ae lightfully soft and silky, which comes at- 
it s . ° 
titches tractively boxed in ten-yard lengths. 
rk the 
French 
pellow Ready-made 
la e 
id en- Look for the famous Fruit of the Loom label woven 
Price, in colors when buying ready-made articles. It identi- 
| fies for you garments that are guaranteed not only as * 
rn for te the genuineness of the cloth, but also for finish and 
ome {43 workmanship. This label will be found on men’s 
ay bs shirts and boys’ blouses, night wear for men, women 
Fane and children; on nurses’ uniforms, aprons, sheets, 
ea pillow-cases, bias seam tape, umbrellas for misses and 
ales — children, and on undergarments of many kinds. See 
-olors, os ial : . 
: 3224—Ladies’ and Misses’ Ki- s re. 
stitch. oe an Special Transfer (Yel- small pictures above 
ow). ice, 35 cents. In 3 sizes; > r : 
as quell, medium, large. Small size B. B. & R. KNIGHT, INc. 3 
34 to 36) requires rds of > ps . 
es in 36-inch material, and % roede of Converse & Company, Selling Agents, 88 Worth Street, New York, N. Y. 
color ribbon for neckband. A _ colored 
e the illustration given, amount of em- 
_ broidery floss stated for design. ° 
> blue 
Price 3222 — Ladies’ and Misses’ 
blue Bungalow Apron with Special 
Transfer (Yellow). 35 cents. In 5 
n od ~ ™ to rf years, 36, 38, 40 | 
ne i | _ : 
small — eg eet Made by the Knight Mills of New England 
notifs : broidery stitches described, amount 
notifs of floss stated, and a colored illus- | 3 
cially 3222 tration given in pattern. 
| and 
lazy- ll is acters os Samad | 
ee How To Obtain McCall Patterns Look for the 
rk ir 
" Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can’t secure i e Loo de- 
Fond them, write to The McCall company. 232-250 W. 37th St., New York City, S to the nearest ew see a ares be. 
and Branch Office, 208-212 S. Jefferson St., Chicago, IIL; 140 Second St., San Francisco, Cal.; 82 } ready-made garments, 
. 2 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. and the words “Fruit of ; 
| the Loom” on the sel- 
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COUPON f° 


— SS OOOO 

FREE SAMPLE 
THE SEM-PRAY JO-VE-NAY COMPANY 
Dept. A-208 Grand Rapids, Mich 


igen 
$ Please send me Free Seven Day Trial Size Cake of 


Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay. 






almond scented com: 


oils of the skin itself. 


results from the use of this fragrant 
plexion cake re- 
quiring three months in the making 
and composed of the very affinity 


2 als hee 


tifiee— 








It clean: 
ridding the pores entirely 
bl ki j and kL Zale 


of dust, 












free. It will show 
those who use Sem- 














produc 
ing a smoothness as velvety as 


roses’ petals. 
SEM~PRAY JO-VE-NAY 
Sempre Giovine— Meaning “cAlways Young” 
A 400 year old beauty secret used by the charming Florentine 
women of the Italian Renaissance—an age of sparkling beauty. 
Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay now brings this age-old secret to you. 
yours to use in preserving and enhancing your own youth and 
beauty. A fine, clear complexion gives youth to the appearance. 
Keep your complexion “always young” with Sem-Pray Jo- Ve Nay. 


Prove to yourself that such a 
wonder beauty cake really exists 
by sending your name and ad- 
dress for a 7-day trial size cake 
i ou why 
a ray- Jo - 
Ve-Nay are “always young.” 


Sem-pray- Jo-ve-nay 


Nyy . 


{ 
HI 
‘ 


Keeps Boy’s Hair Combed 


“Hair-Groom”’ Makes Any Boy’s Hair Stay Combed, Glossy, 


It is 









K 
Ny 


Well-Groomed—Not Greasy or Sticky on Hair 


Your boy’s unruly or contrary 
hair will stay combed as you comb 
it with ““Hair-Groom.” As the 
boy’s hair is combed in the morn- 
ing, so it stays all day. If applied 
after a shampoo, the hair can be 
combed as neatly and as easily as 
before. ‘‘Cow-licks” stay down. 

Greaseless on hair. Does not 
stain pillow! ‘‘Hair-Groom”’ is 


The Hair-Groom Co., Cincinnati, Ohio 


a dignified combing cream, which 
is quickly absorbed, therefore does 
not show on the hair. It leaves 
the hair glossy and lustrous, but 
not sticky. Fine for hair! 
Nothing else gives a boy or man 
more dignity than neat, well- 
groomed hair. Millionsof women 


buy ““Hair-Groom”’ for their boys 


—also for their husbands. 


50 Cents a Jar—Drug Stores 


Walkerville, Ontario, Canada 








































M° CALL'S Magazine for JUNE, 1923 














His Majesty’s Adviser 


[Continued from page 47] 


the world like a lot of comic-opera pirates 
panting to get into the chorus when the 
tenor says ‘go.’ ‘For-I’m-the-big-bad- 
black-faced-chief’-—you know the kind of 
thing.” 

“Two,” said Bhakdi. 

“IT say, you are going it!” cried the 
British Adviser. In the gleam from the 
lanterns his hair was ruffled gold, and his 
eyes black mischief. “Aren’t you afraid 
of it’s being a bit of a let down to the 
Imperial Guard after all this?” 

“Three!” said Bhakdi, and he flicked 
the handkerchief again. “Fire!” There was 
a rip and a rattle of sound along the 
green line—from the other side of the 
bolted door there came a faint reply, pre- 
cise and sharp as an echo. The Honorable 
Tony sagged forward to his knees, still 
clutching at the handle, his face lit with 
an immense, an incredulous amazement. 

“By God!” he whispered. “By God, 
you’ve done it!” And suddenly in the lean 
curve of his cheek the dimple danced once 
more, riotous and unconquered. 

“T say,” he murmured, “I say, Biddy, 
that—that’s a good one! Comic opera, 
what? That—that’s a good one—on 
me— 

His fingers slipped from the door, and 
he was silent. 


Nameless River 


[Continued from page 18] 


conspicuous spot. Diamond stood like a 
statue in the farther shadows. A little 
soft wind was drawing up the river; the 
stars were thick in the night sky, and some- 
thing as sweet as fairy music seemed to 
pulse in the lonely silence. 

“Tell me, Miss Allison, what sort of 
a chap is this sheriff of yours?” Brand 
asked after a long silence. 

“He’s the best man in Nameless River!” 
said the girl, “the kindest, the steadiest. 
I'd trust him with anything. He probably 
saved my life today—and he saved me a 
lot of trouble.” 

“Saved your life?” queried Fair sharply. 
“How’s that?” “ 

“T swung Cattle Kate Cathrew out of 
McKane’s store and she was going to shoot 
me but the sheriff faced her. I told her 
some things she didn’t like.” Fair drew a 
long breath. 

“What was the occasion?” he asked. 

“My field of corn,” said Nance miser- 
ably, her trouble flooding back upon her. 
“Last night it was rich with promise, what 
I was building on for my debt and my 
winter’s furnishing. This morning it was 
nothing but a dirty mass of pulp, trampled 
out by cattle—and we know that a Sky 
Line rider was behind those cattle. It’s 
some more of the same work that’s been 
going on with us since before our pappy 
died. If we weren't our pappy’s own, 
Bud and I, we'd have been run out long 
ago. I would, I think, when Bud got aAurt, 
if it hadn’t been for him. He’s a fighter 
and won’t let go. The land is ours, right 
and fair, and he says no bunch of cut- 
throats is going to take it from us. I 
say so too,” she finished doggedly. Fair 
reached out a hand and for a moment laid 
it over hers, clasped on her folded arm. 

“Miss Allison,” he said admiringly, 
“you’re a wonderful woman! Not many 
men would stick in the face of such col- 
lossal misfortunes. You must love your 
land.” 

“T do,” she said, “but it’s something 
more than that. It’s a proving, sort of, 
a battle line, you know, and Bud and I, 
we're soldiers. We hope we cannot run.” 

For a little while they sat in peaceful 
silence. Sonny had come out to them and 
had fallen fast asleep in Fair’s arms. At 
last the man stirred and spoke. 

“Miss Allison,” he said, “the time has 
come when I am going to tell you some- 
thing, just a little bit that may give you 
comfort in this hard going of yours. I 
want you to know that more than one 
force is at work against this woman at 
Sky Line Ranch. Sheriff Selwood is not 
the only one who suspects her of dark 
doings. And the other one—knows. I 
am that other.” 

(Continued in the July McCatt’s) 





Our Homebuilding Series 


Blue prints, specifications and 
working drawings of the charming 
six-room house designed by Clar- 
ence Stein, with suggestions for 
gardening, labor-saving equipment 
and interior decoration will be sent * 
to you by McCall’s for fifteen dollars. 
Blue prints and specifications are 
available also, for Ernest Flagg’s 
four-room house shown in the April 
issue. Price twenty-five dollars. 

Address: The Service Editor, 
McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City. 
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A Gift for Baby 


This offers a free test of two important 
aids to baby’s health and happiness. A 
trial can of Bauer & Black Baby Talc and 
cake of Bauer & Black Baby Soap—scien- 
tific comfort creators which embody new 
principles in infants’ skin care. They 
overcome the cause of rash and irritations. 
Less crying, more laughing —new com- 
fort for your baby. Results are amazing. 
Simply send your name and address. Trial 
packages will come postpaid. Or, you 
can obtain a supply at your druggist. 

Bauer & Black 2501 Dearborn St. Chicago 


Bauer & Black 


BabyTale and Baby Soap 


for all delicate skins © B&B 19m 
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y eI J Should be a 
7 bsg »~ healthy, happy 
’ =~. ae growing baby if it 


“ s)f has loving care, 
, proper food and 
4 <<" comfortable clothing. 


New 64-page catalog of 
baby goods sent free 


Describes and illustrates baby and maternity goods 
of every kind. Shows 24 styles of white embroidered 
flannels, infants’ complete outfits, separate articles, 
rubber goods, baby baskets, hundreds of necessary 
articles for mothers and the baby. Suggestions and 
information on care and feeding of the baby of prac- 
tical value to the expectant mother. Copy sent free 


on request. FREE Sample Case 
contains samples of the famous 
NON-NETTLE WHITE FLANNELS 
sold by us exclusively, the softest, smoothest baby 
flannels known. Samples of baby white goods, 
dimities, long cloth, natnsook, batiste, antiseptic 
diaper cloth, rubber sheeting, etc. 
17 Modern Paper Patterns 25c 

Complete set of 17 patterns for baby’s first ward- 
robe, including 9 patterns usually sold at 25c¢ each. 





THE LAMSON BROS. CO., 342 Summit St., Toledo, 0 
Established in 1885. 





Known around the globe. | 














Dressmaking! 
Learn This New Quick Way 


Make your pretty clothes at home. No more time- 
wasting methods! This new step by step way is 
easy and quick to master. 














Send Now For FREE Book : 
Tells about the NEW-WAY methods of making 
clothes; about the wonderful offer now being made 
and about the NEW-WAY Course in Millinery. Send 
for copy today. It’s free. 


SCHOOL OF MODERN DRESS, Inc. 
Dept. 136, 821 Jefferson St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


oF for 15¢ 


you can make 
this sweater 





This fashionable sweater 
takes only 3 skeins of Peace 
Dale Iceland at 25¢ each 
Directions for knitting sent 
free. Lovely colors—orchid 
grey, tan, delft 

blue, ete. Specify color 
when ordering. Or send for 
.. free sample card. Satis 
) faction guaranteed. 100 
year-old New England 
firm. Peace Dale Mills 
Dept 1166, 25 Madison 
Ave., New York 








Hemstitching and Picoting Attachment 
works on all sewing machines; easily adjusted. Price $7.00 


with instructions, Ladies’ Art Sales Co., Box 71-N, Hamtramck, Mich. 


WAR ON FLIES 


THE 100% INSECT POWDER 
Kills Chicken Lice, Mites. Etc. 


Sure Death to Ants, Flies, Mosquitoes, Roaches. 
Bedbugs, Fleas on pets. Cheap touse. Harmless 
to humans, fowls, animals. Large package $:.0, 
postpaid. © COMMERCIAL CHEMICAL CO. 
P. O. Box 786, Memphis, Tenn. 


Trial Size, 10 cts. 


&%) 30*60# 41.20 





















wT. 7 


itl MMM Ge? WES |, Dames we 





Ce2hnam~w Hee oe 


» <4 








1923 


IY 
rtant 
ss. A 
cand 
cien- 
‘new 
They 


tions. 





be a 
appy 
y if it 
care, 

and 
hing. 


»f 


goods 
pidered 
ticles, 


nt free 


iIELS 
L. aby 
is, 





feeptic 


ward- 
tr each. 
edo, 0. 


+ globe, 





M° CALL'S Magazine for JUNE. 1923 





Silas 


3 a grealer Failed asset than 


cauly? 
EATON’S 


IGHLAND 
LINEN 
| Sa in 5 smart stiles 


A “A\ 
ey Se 


——— as 


weep 





Caroline DeLaneey will answer all ¢ 
tions relaling to correct social quaplen 
CAddresr her in care of 


EATON, CRANE & PIKE CO. 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


SS 











For Women Girls and Boys ' 
- Midget $3=° 


Summer Timié and All the 








- Timea sturdy, dependable 


= peer | Ingersoll Midget. 
Pano Recon’ dial a 
; [time in thé-dark, $4:25 - ou 














Way 


ore time- 
p way is 


' making 
ing made 
ry. Send 


S, Inc. 
o, N. Y. 





chment 


Price $7.00 


ramck, Mich. 


5, Etc. 


Roaches. 
Harmiess 
ige $°.00, 
AL CO 
‘enn. 
cts. 


+120 


Grocers 


ALL 
s- 








CFor the outdoor 
woman who woul. 
keep youthful 
looking ~ 


If you love to swim, 
golf, dance, play 
tennis and find that 
the comirg of gray 
hair is likely to spoil 
your enjoyment, 
don’t be discour- 


aiery 
oe ¢ aged. 


Since you are young in mind and spirit and 
active of body—remain youthful in appearance 


as well! It is easily accomplished. 


Sra ‘Hair Banished 


In 15 minutes 


INECTO RAPID is a scientific preparation, dis- 
covered by Dr. Emile of the University of Paris 
and brought to America by thousands of re- 
turning tourists who found it used by 97% of 
the salons of Europe. 
INECTO RAPID will positively color naturally 
gray, streaked or faded hair in 15 minutes. It is 
guaranteed permanent, unaffected by salt water, 
sunshine, rain, perspiration, Russian or Turkish 
baths, is harmless to the hair or its growth and 
does not interfere with permanent waving Easily 
applied in the privacy of your home. 
SEND NO MONEY 
Write for particulars with proof and our Beauty 
Analysis Chart, No. W-9 
ineere. Inc. 

Salons and Laboratories 

33-35 West a6tn * street New York City 


Largest manufacturers of hair colering in the world. 






























An Eo Way to 
emove Dandruff 

If you want plenty of thick, beautiful, 
glossy, silky hair, do by ali means get 
rid o dandruff, for it will starve your hair 
and ruin it if you don’t. 

The best way to get rid of dandruff is to 
dissolve it. To do this, just apply a little 
Liquid Arvon at night before retiring; use 

enough to moisten the scalp and rub it in 
gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most, if not all, of your 
dandruff will be gone, and three or four 
more applications should completely re- 

move every sign and trace of it. 

by, will find, too, that all itching of the 
scalp will stop, and your hair will look and 
feel a hundred times better. You can get 
Liquid Arvon at any drug store. A four- 
ounce bottle is usually all that is needed. 

The R. L. Watkins Co., Cleveland, Ohio 


en 


Our Monthly 
Dressmaking Hints 


By Marjorie Kinney 


Supervisor of Clothing, School of Household 
Science and Arts, Pratt Institute 


Fine Seams for Dainty Summer Dresses 


INE, delicate summer dresses require 
dainty seams. For soft materials, like 
batiste or handkerchief linen, hand 
sewing is preferable, but for organdie, 

hemstitched or machine-stitched seams are 
more appropriate. 

When one wants hand sewing it must 
be done with fine thread and a fine needle. 
A medium or short needle, No. 9 or 10, 
and No. 90 or finer thread is required. 

Baste the seam on the right side and 
stitch (preferably by hand) a scant %-inch 
from the edge. Trim off all loose threads. 


Press this seam open, either with an iron or 











Figs. I and Il 

between the finger and thumb, and fold 
the seam together to inclose the raw edge, 
bringing the seam to the wrong side of the 
garment. Baste the seam close to the edge 
(through the four thicknesses of material) 
and sew the second time far enough from 
the edge to inclose the raw edge, using a 
running-stitch with an occasional back- 
stitch. Figures I and II respectively show 
the first stitching and the final basting and 
stitching on the wrong side. 





Figs. Ill and IV 

A rolled and whipped seam is about the 
daintiest finish possible but should only be 
used in sheer pliable materials, like batiste, 
handkerchief linen, chiffon and georgette. 
Baste your garment on the seam lines, seam 
to wrong side, with fine basting stitches. 
If your pattern calls for a %-inch seam, 
trim off the raw edge to a scant %-inch 
as shown in Figure III. Roll the raw edges 
together toward you and sew over the roll 
as shown in Figures III and IV. Do not 
draw up these stitches so tight that the 
seam will pucker. 

The last seam shown is dependent upon 
a hemstitching machine. 

Baste your seam on the seam line, seam 
to wrong side and have it hemstitched just 
outside your basting line. 

It can be trimmed close to the first 
or second line of the hemstitching as shown 
in Figure VI. 

If the material seems likely to pull out 
of the seam, stitch it by ordinary machine 
just inside the hemstitched line. 





Figs. V and VI 














cA complexion as fair 
as the roses in June 
can so easily be yours 


O you know how truly beautiful 

your complexion can be—what 
delicate freshness, what fineness of 
texture you can gain for your skin? 


You can attain a complexion as radi- 
ant as the roses in June, if you begin 
at once the daily use of Ingram’s 
Milkweed Cream. 


Ingram’s Milkweed Cream, you will 
find, is more than a face cream. It 
has an exclusive therapeutic property 
that serves to “tone-up”—revitalize 
—the sluggish tissues. Applied reg- 
ularly, it heals and nourishes the skin 
cells, soothes away redness and rough- 
ness, banishes slight imperfections — 
achieves for you a complexion that is 
genuinely beautiful. 


| cat osnligetie 


Posed by Lois Wilson, attractive Paramount motion 
picture star. Miss Wilson is one of many charming 
women of the screen who use and endorse Ingram’s 
Milkweed Cream for promoting beauty of complexion. 
From a photograph by Donald Biddle Keys. 


lugram’s Rouge 


“Just to show the proper glow” use a 
touch of Ingram’s Rouge on the cheeks. 
A safe preparation for delicately empha- 
sizing the natural color. Offered in thin, 


Begin the use of Ingram’s Milkweed 
Cream today. Buy it in either the 
50 cent or $1.00 jar—the dollar size 
contains three times the quantity. 


FREDERICK F. INGRAM Co, 
Established | 885 


61 Tenth St. Detroit, Mich. 
In Canada, Windsor, Ont. 


Ingrams 
Milkweed 


Send us a dime with coupon 
for Ingram's Beauty Purse. 


purse, Five perfect shades, subtly per- 
fumed —Light, 


—50c. 


There is 
Geasty 


m 








Frederick F. Ingram Co., 61 Tenth St., 

Gentlemen: Enclosed find a silver dime. Please send me Ingram's 
Beauty Purse, containing samples of Ingram's Milkweed Cream, Ingram's 
Rouge, Ingram’s Face Powder and an eiderdown powderepad. 


Detroit, Mich 
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ITS OFF Because ITS OUT 


Don’t Be Embarrassed ! 


When you go to the beach this sum- 
mer, are you going to permit un- 
sightly hair on your face, arms, 
underarms and limbs to spoil the 
freedom which awaits you there? 
Now is the time to eliminate every un 
wanted hair before the heat of summer 
has a chance to strengthen them. An 
application of ZIP today will do more 
than can be done during the summer 
months. You understand that ZIP does 
not merely take off surface hair — it 
gently lifts out the roots with the hairs 
and thus destroys the growth. 


ZIP is easily applied at home, pleasingly 
fragrant, quick, effective, painless and 
absolutely harmless. It leaves the skin 
soft and smooth, and is used extensively 

for destroying superfluous hair 
> on the face, arms and underarms ; 
YD, creating the new arched brow; 
A clearing the back of neck below 
3/ bobbed hair; and freeing the 


»’ forearms and limbs. 
7 





























Guaranteed on money-back basis. 
t is significant that no other 
manufacturer of a superfluous hair rem- 


edy offers FREE demonstration treat- 
ments to prove the merits of the prep- 
aration. By all means, take advantage 
of my Free Demonstration treatment 
offer at my Salon. 

I cannot recommend too strongly 


that you be certain to get gen- 
uine ZIP. Leading Beauty 
Shops give ZIP _treat- 
ments. The word ZIP 
is stamped right 
on the preparation 
and printed on the 
package. 








Write for FREE 
BOOK explaining ; 
' the Three Types of - 
~ 
_ Superfluous Hair, Jou © 
or call ll my 5 pr 
i i ! Salon to e “<08* 3 ,MADAME 
Try These Preparations. They Are Different ! FE REE oot” se ° “oe * BERTHE 
Baim-o-Lem—A FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH FOR YOUR ONSTRA- Apo? Specialist 
SKIN. The new lemon lotion. Softensand whitens. ust TION sine Ce Dept. 194 
a drop and your Jace powder adheres twice as long . 76e N. - 485 € 562 Fifth Ave., 
Ab-Sooent—Zhe ideal liquid deodorant. Remedies ex rae & New York City 
cessive phe hala m. Colorless! Contains no staining > Woot 
artificial colo oe “a ss ‘ A ” Please send me FREE BOOK 
Madame Borthe's M ge and Ci ing Cream—Graran(erd “*Beauty’s Greatest Secret’’. explain- 
not to grow ha 60c ing the three types of supe rious hair, 
Madam o Borthe’s “antiseptic Tate—)) e/ lightfull iy fr aera mt . 260 and in which leading actresses tell how 
Lesh-Life—Zeaxtifies the eves. Intubeform . 60c to be beautiful Also a FREE sample 
FOR gALe EVERYWHERE ds of your Massage and Cleansing Cream, 
( 7 dealer cannot # jou, simply mati the coupon, stating rant. not srow hair 
an vations you me desire and enc sclose your reméttan nee. Postage fee, add guaranteed not to ¢ = _ 
oor cash A preparat (Please Print Your Name) 


562 FIFTH AVENUE 
PR... -h,-: 46th St.) 


i y eaeld Specialist NEW YORK 


‘creanions JORDERY new vor: aL 


Name.... 








Address. . .. 








City and State 





artistic metal vanity-box, with large 
mirror and pad—does not buige the 


Rose, Medium, Dark, or 
the newest popular tint, American Blush 


Lvery 
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OU can save yourself the 

tiresome task of doing up 
unruly hair, and at the same 
time keep your hair cleaner 
and lovelier than you ever 
thought possible. 


Wildroot Cocoanut Oil Sham- 
poo will cleanse your hair, yet 
leave it so silky that it will do 
up easily into the most deli- 
cate coiffure. 


Its abundance of creamy lather 
leaves the hair “‘perfumed with 
cleanliness "—with a fragrance 
so delicate as to make dainty 
coiffures seem daintier 


Sold everywhere 
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Red Fan 


[Continued from page 24] 


” 


me help you. But she answered 
nothing. Her misty gaze was on his hair, 
on the shining gold-brown wave above his 
forehead. A lifetime of memories, sweet, 
cruelly, sharply dear, tore at her bruised 
heart. She leaned her face upon the hand 
she yet held. And in that moment the 
loveless, lonely days slipped from her, and 
Red Fan knew again the great self-sacrific- 
ing love that ran like a golden thread 
through the hard years. 

She lifted her head. There was that 
in the young face which she had not seen 
for a long weary while. The blue eyes 
were all sympathy. He had laid aside his 
own trouble for her—as her own boy would 
have done. She and her boy! No, they 
had never failed each other—“pardners” in 
sorrow and joy. Her glance leaped to 
where the snowy frenzy of the river hurled 
itself against the bridge. She stumbled to 
her feet, pushed aside the hands that would 
have helped her. How endless seemed the 
steep hill to her uncertain steps! How 
close behind her the voice of the hungry 
water! She burst into the room where 
Mike sat smoking. 

“Mike!” she panted. “The men! Get 
‘em back to work!” 

“You crazy, Fan? We've just struck.” 

“Get ’'em back! The river—it’s gettin’ 
higher. - 

“Sure, it’s gettin’ higher. That’s Royce’s 
business, not ours.” 

“Mike, you got to get em back to work. 
Every man in the camp—night an’ day till 
it’s safe! Till it’s safe,” she repeated wildly. 

“Is it drunk or crazy y’are?” demanded 
Mike, searching her face. “We quit work 
only last night. Ain’t you been harpin’ on 
this fer months? Now we got Royce where 
we want him you're hollerin’ to quit before 
we're started. You're a hell of a sport!” 

“Mike,” the ring of her voice was a 
command. “Mike, hear me. The men goes 
back to work right now.” 

Mike sprang up angrily. “Well, by the 
holy ramrods! If that ain’t just like a 
woman! Think I kin tell the men to 
strike, then start again?” 

“Tell ’em—about the pulp-mill—a good 
thing. Tell ‘'em . . . Qh, tell ’em 
anything—I don’t care what! But you get 
‘em back. See the boy, Royce’s boy down 
there. Double wages, he'll pay. The men’ll 
go back aflyin’ if you tell ‘em that, Mike.” 


Suspicion leaped into Mike’s eyes. 

“So that’s it?” he snarled. “You're a 
damned piker, Fan. Been down there 
talkin’ to him about it, eh? How much’s 
he payin’ you to work us?” 

Red Fan recoiled. Then her head lifted 
defiantly. In her eyes burned the reckless 
desperation of a last throw. 

“Mike,” she whispered, “you haven’t 
forgot the wheel I run fer you—fleeced the 
men—some o’ them that’s here, eh? There 
was the Englishman that died. His mine 
you took; burned his papers. Forgot that? 
Mike, turn me down on this an’ ‘d 

Unflinchingly she faced his fury. 

“Damn you, Fan. Turn squealer, eh? 
Say, when the men know you’re with Royce 
they'll run you outta the country!” 

“Me?” jeered the woman. “One place’s 
as good as another to me,” she lied 
valiantly, defiant of the bleak prospect his 
threat implied. “But you, Mike, with wife 
an’ kids! You can’t afford to land in 
the pen, mebbe.” 

The man’s red-rimmed eyes shot sparks 
of hate. He looked through the sun-flooded 
window at the glistening peaks. Then he 
started for the door. Red Fan gripped 
the back of a chair. 

“Mike,” she called. “I’m warnin’ you! 
No stoppin’ till the bridge’s safe. Another 
day’ll do it. Then Oh, I don’t 
care what you do! But that bridge—it’s 
gotta be finished—an’ stand! That’s all I’m 
askin’, Mike.” 

“All I’m askin’,’ she says.” He wheeled 
upon her. “Say, you pack yer duds an’ 
get outta here. The men’ll know you’re 
with Royce. . . .” 

“I’m goin’,’ said Red Fan, swaying 
against the wall. 

In her room she moved about with the 
halting gait of an old woman. With 
fumbling hands she replaced her belongings 
in her battered bags. Her ears strained 
to hear above the roar of the river some 
sign from the bridge. She had played her 
last card. Would she lose? 

At last she heard—the clang of steel on 
steel, the staccato of ringing mallets on 
rivet and bolt. It was safe! Her knees 
caved, and she fell beside the bed. 

“A  piker—that’s.what I am,” she 
sobbed. “But I couldn't do it! I couldn’t 
do it! ‘Twould seem just like I was 
hurtin’ you, pardner.” 


Every Woman Faces the Crossroads 


(Continued from page 16] 


are familiar with that lovely tribute to the 
mature actress which Barrie wrote in 
“Rosalind.” You remember that the 
favorite pictured there, still demure and 
still charming as she had been when she 
first flashed into popularity, cherished wist- 
fully the desire to have inscribed on her 
tombstone: “She had a long twenty- 
nine.” 

The desire had to be almost whispered 
because she was so afraid that her dear 
public would lose something of its admira- 
tion should it learn that she wasn’t twenty- 
nine any more. Fortunately in real life 
an actress doesn’t have to be quite that— 
shall we say uncertain?—if she makes no 


effort to depend entirely on sentimental ap- 
peal. The old tradition possibly maintains, 
among some managers, that an actress is 
valuable in the box-office sense only so long 
as she is young and unmarried—particularly 
unmarried. But, thank goodness, the hour 
of the perpetual ingenue, the stuffed doll, 
has passed in our theater. It’s compara- 
tively safe nowadays for an actress to ad- 
mit that she’s married, that she has babies, 
and she can have her photograph taken 
with them, if need be, without losing the 
respect of the public. All this provided, 
of course, that she is willing to play the 
parts of real women in real plays, in other 
words to be a real actress. 


Modern Methods of Teaching School 


[Continued from page 57] 


college life cannot gain entrance and thus 
spoil our best schools for serious workers 
The whole question is reaching a point 
where something drastic and vital must be 
done; else we are going to have on our 
hands a race of men and women, who in 
a few more years, will be placed in control 
of the government, of public and social 
life, of every economic affair of life and 


who are wholly incompetent. Our schools 
and colleges are not turning out majorities 
of men and women who are thoroughly 
educated, who are looking for anything ex- 
cept the pleasure of the moment, who are 
thinking of their fellow men, or who are 
capable, either physically or mentally, of 
producing and rearing a generation of 
American children for the future. 





them, write to The McCall Company, 232-250 


No. Cts. | No. Cts.| No. Cts.! No. Cts.| No. Cts. 
3000. .45 | 8024..45 | 2048..30 3072..45 | 3096..40 
3001..45 | 3025..45| 3049..35 3073..45 


3003.. 30) 3027..25 | 3051..30 3075..30)| 3099..25 
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3004..25 | 3028..25 | 3052..45 | 3076..25 | 3100..40 
3005..45 3029..45 | 3053..40 3077..45 

3006..30 3030..45 | 3054..40 3078..45)| 3102..30 
3007..30 3031..30/3055..45 3079..45| 3103..25 
3008..30 3032..30! 3056..45 3080..45| 3104..30 
3009..30 3033..45 | 3057..25 | 3081..45 | 3105..25 
3010..45 | 3034..45 | 3058..45 3082..45 | 3106..25 





Price List of New McCall Patterns 


Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can’t secure 
nearest Branch Office, stating number and size desired and enclosing the price stated below in 


stamps or money order. Branch Offices, 208-12 So. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill., 140 Second St., 
San Francisco, Cal., 82 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga., 70 Bond St., Toronto, Can. 


3097..45| 3121..45| 3145..30| 3169..45| 3193..45]3217..35 
3002..45 | 3026..45 | 3050..30 3074..45| 3098..40| 3122..45| 3146..45| 3170..20| 3194..45| 3218..35 


.40| 3124..45| 3148..45 | 3172..45| 3196..45] 3220... 30 
3101..40| 3125..45| 3149..30| 3173..40| 3197..45}| 3221..35 


5 | 3127..20| 3151..45| 3175. 45] 3199..25] 3223. .35 


§ : g .30| 3132..40| 3156..30| 3180..15 
3013..40 | 3037.. 30) 3061..30 3085 .45| 3109..25 | 3133..45| 3157..45| 3181..40 3205. .25}| 3229..15 


West 37th Street, New York City, or to the 


No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts. 
3120..30| 3144.. 30) 3168..45|3192..40/3216..25 


3123. .45 | 3147. .30) 3171..45| 3195..4513219. .35 


3126. .20| 3150..20/ 3174..45| 3198..35] 3222..35 


3128.40) 3152..45| 3176..45| 3200.. 15] 3224..35 

3129..45| 3153..45| 3177..45| 3201..45| 3225..25 

3130..40| 3154..45| 3178..35| 3202..45| 3226.35 

3131..45| 3155..45| 3179..25| 3203..45| 3227.30 
5 





3134..45| 3158..30| 3182..45| 3206..25| 3230..45 
3135..45|3159..25| 3183..35| 3207..25] 3231..20 
3136..45/ 3160..45| 3184..25| 3208..35| 3232.25 
3137..45| 3161..35| 3185..20| 3209..40] 3233.45 
3138..45| 3162..35| 3186..35| 3210..40| 3234.45 
3139..45| 3163..35 as fs © 

3140.45 | 3164..35| 3188..25| 3212..25| 3236..40 
3141..45| 3165..45| 3189..45| 3213..25| 3237..35 
3142..25 3166..45| 3190..45 | 3214..25| 3238..45 
3143..30| 3167..45| 3191..45|3215..1513239..45 






































When 
you dance 


HEN you glide over 
the floor close to your 
partner— 


Are you one of those fortunate 
women whose hair is fluffy 
and soft to his cheek — per- 
fumed with cleanliness? 


Or is your hair greasy, dry, 
lifeless, with an odor that 
offends? 


That is the thing a man notices 
first— and it can make him 
like you immensely or it can 
ruin his interest. 


Thousands of women have 
found that Wildroot Hair 
Tonic brings out the hidden 
charm that is.the key to love- 
liness —that it makes hair soft, 
wavy and lustrous. 


After your Wildroot shampoo, 
massage Wildroot Hair Tonic 
into the scalp. Then notice 
the immediate results. Wild- 
root Co., Inc., Buffalo, N. Y. 


WILDROOT 
HAIR 
TONIC 


Sold everywhere 
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You Can Earn 
Big Money as 
a Designer— 
Little Secrets That Pay 


Is it not a wonderful 
record thatof allour grad- 
uates, not one, has ever 
been disappointed in 
seeking profitable em- 
ployment? Take up this 
you need no previous exper- 


fascinating work; 
ience; learn in a few weeks by 


PATRICK SYSTEM hb mye 

Experience 
Students de actual work which is sold to the 
trade. Fit yourself to earn $150 to $400 a month. 


Mrs. Booth, Kan., says: ““Got a position right 
away ina ‘wholesale house. Now opening my 
own shop.” Miss Rager says: “Through your 
training Iam now teaching Millinery in Kansas." 
‘Have a splendid position as a trimmer” he ype 
Mrs. Major. “Earn better than $50 a week a 
home” says Miss Nofsinger. PATRICK GRAD. 
UATES wanted every place as trimmers, designers, etc. 
We Pay Your Railway You must come here 
"4 to get Personal instruc- 
Fare to Kansas City. tions in ART-WORK 
SHOP, but we help by paying fare from any placein U.S, 
; Simply send 
Please Write Today. °™?'3 5°" 
scription of course, interesting pictures, letters from 
aduates and catalog. Also free booklet “How You 
Can Earn Big Money as a Designer.” Be a first class 
milliner and insure your independence. 
ELEANOR B. PATRICK 


The Patrick School of Millinery and Design 
2701 Independence Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 



















Corns Go 








The simplest way to end a corn is 

Blue-jay. Stops the pain instantly. 

Then the corn loosens and comes 

out. Made in clear liquid andinthin 

awe" The action is the same. 
At your druggist 


Blue-j ay 


CHIC 
$3 BRINGS 
THIS 
tC SS I€ ORM 


INTO YOUR HOME 











Learn In spare time at home 
Earn $30 — $35 a week 


Every woman should learn. We 
train  LBeginners, Practical 
Nurses, Mothers and Religious 
Workers by our Fascinating 
Home-study Method. Leading 
Chicago System. Endorsed by 
physicians. Established 22 years. 
Earn while learning 
If you are over 18 and under 55 






roses of age write for illustrated cata 

Ind 4 - sod = ie of M Lesso mn Eages with 
ecome Independent FREE taile of 

= tee:and FREE N ed a aad 


Chleags Setee! of Benaing, Dept. 96, 421 3. Ashland Bie. 


Cuticura Talcum 


Alway s Healthful 


Sample free of ys Laboratories, Dept.D, Malden, 
Mass. Everywhere 25c. 

















Rough on Rats 
gets every rat 


ORDINARY rat 
Poisons fail because 
rats won't eat what 
has killed other 
rats. Rough on 
Rats fools them— 
you mix it with a 
different food oh 
time. Booklet“ End- 
ing Ratsand Mice” 
mailed free. 
E. S. WELLS “7 
. 7, Chemist 
LJersey Cit 
~\ 













































For June Brides 


UNE and weddings—the two are in- 
separable. Every bride in looking 
forward to her wedding day, the build- 
ing of her new home, and the new 
social life to which she is going, will want 
these booklets to tuck into her dower chest. 


Tue Brive’s Own Book; suggestions 
for formal and informal weddings in the 
church or at home. Preparations to be 
made in advance; correct dress for bride 
and groom; duties of the attendants at the 
ceremony and reception. 


A Group or LittLe Homes; plans and 
working drawings of twelve charming 
houses, compiled by Robert Cummings 
Wiseman from the designs of many expert 
small-house architects. 


ENTERTAINING WitHoutT A Marp, by 
Edna Sibley Tipton. Correct table service 
for formal and informal parties, and for 
the family meals as well. 


Parties ALL THE YEAR, by Claudia M. 
Fitzgerald. One gay original party for 
every month, with directions for a Basket 
Shower for the Bride, and a Strawberry 
Luncheon for June. 


More Parties, by Claudia M. Fitz- 
gerald. Gives you new games to play, 
stunts, contests with a rollicking Rube 
Party for June merrymaking out-of-doors 
and a Moon-of-Leaves Party to be given 
late in May. 


A Book or MANNERS. Not a conven- 
tional etiquette book, but a simple ex- 
planation of the rules that govern our 
social life. The etiquette of introductions, 
calls, gifts, correspondence, manners at table 
and in public places. 


DowN THE GARDEN PatuH. Practical 
directions for planning, planting and caring 
for a small flower and vegetable garden, 
by Dorothy Giles, of the Garden Club of 
America. 


Other booklets are described elsewhere 
in this issue. The price of each is ten cents. 

To order; address, (enclosing postage 
in payment), the Service Editor, McCall’s 
Magazine, 236 West 37th stvent, D New York 
City. 


The Outdoor Living-Room 


[Continued from page 50] 


chair, for my out-of-door lounging. I 
think our American habit of violently rock- 
ing or swinging when we suppose our- 
selves to be resting, is not only nerve- 
racking to ourselves but obnoxious to our 


companions. Real relaxation comes from 
repose—not only our own, but that of 
other people. The best lamps for the 


porch are fairly heavy, standing ones of 
iron, the kind that are regularly sold as 
card table lamps. They may be moved 
around wherever they are needed. Their 
shades should be of painted tin, or parch- 
ment paper, never of silk. The most awful 
object ever suggested for a porch is a 
standing lamp of wicker, a grotesque object 
that looks like a misguided birdcage. If 
the porch is really a sun-room, with con- 
ventional tables and chairs, lamps of heavy 
pottery vases may be used. I have seen 
most attractive lamps made of ordinary 
pickle jars of brown or gray earthenware 
with blue stripes. The shades for such 
lamps should be of heavy paper, with 
colored lines or crude designs. 

Beware the pretty in furnishing your 
porch. The end to be arrived at is com- 
fort, and the too-finished, too-pretty thing 
will destroy the effect. Use as many 
flowers as you please, in pots or in vases. 
Every porch should have a suggestion of 
the conservatory. If there is a garden to 
draw on, plants may be changed constantly, 
but if there is no source of changing the 
supply it is well to stick to hardy things 
like geraniums and evergreen bushes. Great 
bunches of laurel branches, or whatever 
green leaves are available, give the same 
fresh feeling as growing plants. If ivy will 
grow, a close lattice makes a delightful 
screen. 

















This monogram is the 
symbol of General 
Electric Company,an 
organization of 100,- 
000 men and women 
engaged in producing 
and improving the 
tools by whichelectric- 
ity does your work. 









When there shall 
be no more 


Marthas 


Every town has its Marys 
and Marthas. Mary is freed 
from household drudgery; 
Martha is “cumbered about 
much serving.” 


Some day all the world will 
realize that most house work 
can be done by little electric 
motors, costing 3 cents an 
hour to run. Then there will 
be no more Marthas. 


GENERAL ELECTRIC 





ABIACH 


Face Powoer 


The subtle perfume of Lablache recalls 
grandmother's garden of old-fashioned 
flowers at dusk of a perfect day in June. 


Lablache is chosen by wo- 
men of all ages for its 
purity, fragrance ey ZK 
clinging softness. 
on Seti 

y ma) nger- 
eo | 
t, box sf druggists or 


Send 10c¢ for a 
Sample Box. 
BEN. LEVY CO. 
Brench 


Perfumers, oN > 
125 Kingston St., Boston, Mass. 
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BRASSTERES 





HE immediate success of this Bandeau-Cor- 

| set bas been phenomenal. It is of long 
straight line, without definite waistline and 
hooks at the side for greater convenience in put- 
ting on. Note the inserts of elastic at side which 
adapt it to either the short or long waisted figure 
and assure perfect comfort whether standing 


or sitting. The cross bones over the diaphragm 
Bandeau- Corset and light bones over the back preserve the per- 
fect contour of the figure. Particularly popular 
Trade Mark for sports and negligee, and especially desftable 
for Misses. 
Style - B- 5242 There are “H. & W.” Brassieres to meet the 


Price $3.50 





THE “H. & W.” COMPANY, Newark, N. J. 


special requirements of every figure. suit every 
purse and appeal to every taste. Simple antl 
elaborate. Prices one to eight dollars. 

At Department Storesgind Corset Shops, 

IUustrated STYLE BOOK free on request. 
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SAY “BAYER” when you buy. 


Unless you see the “Bayer Cross”’ 





Insist | 


on tablets, you are 


not getting the genuine Bayer product prescribed by 
physicians over 23 years and proved safe by millions for 





Colds 


Headache 


Toothache Rheumatism 
Neuritis Lumbago 
Neuralgia Pain, Pain 


Accept only ‘‘Bayer”’ package which contains proper directions. 





Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—- 


Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggiste. 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Rayer Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 





at home and 






minutes. 


Many sell 
In this 


contain. 
even more. 


every year. 


ence. 


High-Speed Family 


Factory, $10 to Ay on the Rider’ Bis 
eycle you select from Ly Styles, colors 
and sizes. Deiivered f on approval ex- 

press prepaid for30 Days’ Free Trial. 

if desired. Possession 
jour libere! year to pay plan. kai 
Ls ps, wheels, equipment at half 
ine aisite ‘or marvelous 


ead 3 sree p S Senieede & frerestted NL 


Bring Out the 


Welle lela) Beauty 


Beneath that soiled, dis- 
colored, faded or aged com- 
plexion is one fair to look upon, 


Mercdlized Wax 


dually, gently absorbs the 
levitalized surface skin, reveal- 

ing the young, fresh, beautiful skin 
underneath. Used by refined women 

who prefer complexion of true patu- 
ralness. Have you tried it 

Mercolized Wax (beautifier) . .%e 
Powdered Saxolite (for wrinkles) se All 










, a 


Phelactine (hair remover) . Drug Stores 
Powdered Tarkroot ( face rester) $1 and Toilet 
Dearborn Supply Co., 2358 Clybourn Ave., Chicago. Counters 








How would you like to make 
$500, $1000, or $1,500 a year 


knit Steber Homeknit all-wool socks for us 
on the Steber High-Speed Family Knitter. 
a little practice you can easily knit a pair in twenty 
We supply free yarn to start you off, and 
give you a Five-Year-Work-Contract guaranteeing 
to buy all the standard Homeknit socks you turn 
out at $2.00 adozen pair, replacing free the yarn they 


into more pocket money than you ever had before, 
or, if you knit in earnest, earn a handsome income 
Thousands all over America are mak- 
ing big money in this way. 


Send for free literature. 
Remember, we guarantee to buy all the 
standard socks you make, for five years at $2.00 a 
dozen pair and supply the yarn free. 


that’s why we pay more than others. 


The Steber Machine Co. 


141 Steber Bldg. 


Ng YY 
sea “Wa 












be your own boss? Then 






After 








direct to their local stores for 
way you can turn spare time 




















Gain financial independ- 







Steber 
Knitters knit better socks— 






UTICA, N. Y. 











NO JOKE TO BE DEAF 


—Every Deaf Person Knows That 
I make myself hear after being deaf for 25 years, wit! 
these Artificial Ear Drums. I 
wear them day and night. 
They are periectly comfort- 
able. No one sees them. Write 
* me and J will tell you a true 
story, how I got deaf and how 


Medicated Ear Drum 
I make you hear Address Pat. Nov. 8. 1908 


GEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear Drum Co. (inc.) 
m 13 McKerchey Bidg., 2631 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich. 





Easy to Earn $40 
to $75 a Week 


Secrets of beauty gasiors revealed. chisty easy lessons 
can make u ATI pack dyeing. 
marcel, es, bleach etc. in siete 


work. meolcure 
time. Les sale ‘learn. Rother 
% while os w ae dipiome, 








guarantee 
CmaNea, system OF BEAUTY CULTURE 
De 000 Diversey B:vd. 


High School Course 
Te PO Years You can complete 


this simplified High 


chool Course at home in- 


aide steve Hoop al all requirements for entrance to college 
tod the Tending profencs fe ond tices: ‘six’ other racticall 
ip our our Free Balle Send for it TODAY. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. H4-6O Drexel Ave. & 58th 











CHICAGO. 
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Eris 


[Continued from page 35] 


As she stepped into the lift she thought, 
“Burlesque and all.” But the strain was 
telling, and she was close to tears as she 
went out into Park Avenue and got wearily 
into her taxi-cab. : 

It was not yet ten o’clock when Eris 
arrived at Jane Street. As in a walk- 
ing dream she descended from her taxi; 
fumbled in her silken reticule to find the 
fare; paid, scarcely knowing what she was 
paying. As she turned and ascended the 
low steps of her house, still searching about 
in the reticule for her latch-key, she became 
aware that a man was standing in the 
vestibule. When she found her latch-key 
she glanced up at the shadowy shape. 

Then the man uttered her name. “Eris,” 
he whimpered, “won’t you speak to me?” 

As she wrenched open the front door, 
light from the hall gas-jet fell across the 
man’s pale visage, revealing his collarless 
shirt and shabby clothes. Already she had 
set foot inside. Perhaps the ghastly pallor 
of the man halted her—perhaps some occult 
thing within the law held her fettered in 
chains invisible. She stood with head 
averted, motionless, grasping her key. 

“My God!” he whispered. “Won’t you 
even look at me?” 

“What do you want?” she asked in 
the ghost of a voice. Then, slowly, she 
turned and looked at her husband. 

“I’m sick—” He leaned weakly against 
the vestibule door, and she saw his closing 
eyes and the breath laboring and heaving 
his bony breast. 

“Why should you—come to—to me?” 
she asked. Suddenly she felt her body 
quivering all over. “What do I owe to 
you?” she cried, revolted. 

He muttered something: “In sickness 
and in health—till—till death do us—part.” 

A dry sob checked his mumbling. He 
shook his head, slightly. His heavy eyes 
closed. She stood staring at him and hold- 
ing the door partly open. Twice she 
clutched the knob in nervous fingers as 
though to slam the door in his face and 
bolt out this pallid specter of the past. She 
could not stir. 

“What is the matter with you?” she 
finally forced herself to ask. 

He opened his sick eyes. 
guess—” 

“You may have money if you need it. 
Is that what you want?” 

He seemed to summon strength to stand 
upright and pass his bloodless fingers over 
his face. “It’s all right,’ he muttered 
thickly; “I didn’t mean to bother you—” 

He turned as though to go, steadying 
himself with one shaky hand on the stoop 
railing. At the door-step he stumbled, 
swayed, but recovered. “Stuart!” she burst 
out, “come back!” 

He pulled himself together; turned 
toward her. “I don’t want money. I’m 
too sick—” 

“Wait! 
that way!” 

He seemed so shaky and confused that 
she took hold of his ragged arm. Very 
slowly, and supported by her, he entered 
the doorway. They climbed the stairs. 

Hattie usually went home at night and 
arrived, by key, early in the morning. Eri 
unlocked her door, lighted the corridor, 
went on to the living-room and lighted 
that. Then she returned to her husband 
and led the way to the kitchen and pantry 
and lighted them both. 

“There is a chair,” she said. 
you some hot coffee.” 

She flung a cloth over the kitchen tabie, 
laid a cover, brought what there was in the 
ice-box. She went again to the pantry and 
sliced bread for him. 

“I’m putting you to a great deal of 
trouble,” he mumbled. 

She paid him no attention but went on 
with her preparations. When finally she 
returned with the steaming coffee she found 
he had eaten nothing. However, he drank 
some coffee. After that he slumped on his 
chair, dazed, inert, his lack-luster gaze on 
the floor. But his bony, bloodless fingers 
picked aimlessly at everything. 

He mumbled something. 

“Do you feel very ill, Stuart? 
you to tell me.” 

“If I could have—a little 
something—to buck up—” 

She rose, got the gift bottle that she 
had been saving; brought it to him with 
a tumbler; left him there with it. As she 
turned her back and walked nervously 
toward the front of the house, he peeped 
after her out of shadowy eyes, not lifting 
his head. Then he poured out half a glass 
of neat whisky, steadily enough, swallowed 
it, looked around. 

[Contixued in the July McCaut’s] 


“Hunger, I 


You can’t go into the street 


“T’'ll make 


I want 


whisky—or 


The Story of the Bible 


[Continued from page 20 
the same thing. They burned and plundered 
so many villages that the Jews prepared 
for war and chose Jephthah, of the tribe 
of Manassah, as their commander-in-chief. 
Jephthah was a God-feating man, and soon 
the power of Ammon was broken. 
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‘** Freezone 
that corn stops hurting, then shortly you 
lift it right off with fingers. 
gist sells a tiny bottle of ‘‘Freezone” for 
a few cents, sufficient to remove every 
hard corn, 
toes, and calluses, without pain, sorenes: soreness. 


Corns 


Lift Off with the Fingers 





Doesn't hurt a bit! Drop a little 
” on an aching corn, instantly 





Your drug- 


soft corn, or corn between 








Stop tooth decay ! 


Prevent bad teeth from getting worse. 
Treat them regularly with Dent’s Tooth- 
ache Gurn. It does four things for bad teeth. 


TOOTHACHE GUM 


1, Stops toothache instantly. 
2. Cleanses & protects cavity. 
3. Retards further decay. 

4. Destroys all odor. 


Contains no creosote or harmful ingredients. 
Does not spill or dry up like liquids. At all 
druggists’ 25c, or by mail upon receipt of price. 
Made for 35 years by C, S, Dent & Co., Detroit. 























iwillseek? it,eatit ieoutdoors. 
Easiest, quickest, 
: way. 25¢ and 35e. All drug- 
ists or general stores. 





AGENTS $5 TO $15 DAILY 


Easy—( Sworn if) i producing 3 Bess Bevis 
Guaran mangoes Hosiery— Mast wear 

perten un neceasarr—Spare Ly 
“Your re Ws del rer n advance. 
Sim 1 te ord “ ver and 
Samples furn re All co — including 4 
MAGC-O-CHEE MILLS 60., DESK 2336 CINCINNATI, 0. 


Deformities 
of the Back 


Thousands of 
5 Remarkable Cases 


: An old lady, 72 years of 
‘ age, who suffered ‘or many 
\ yearsand was absclucely help- 
l y\= found relief. A man who 










was helpless. unable to rise 
from his chair, was riding 
horseback and playing tennis 
/ within a year. A little child. 

paralyzed, was playing about 
the house after wearing 4 
Philo Burt Appliance three 

vi ; a weeks. We have successfully 
treated more than 45,000 cases the past 20 years. 


30 Days’ Trial Free 


We will prove its value in 
your own case. There is no 
reason why you should not 
accept our offer. The photo- 
graphs show how light, cool, 
elastic and easily adjusted the 
Philo Burt Appliance is— how 
different from the old tor- 
turous plaster, leather or 
steel jackets. 

Every sufferer with a weak- 
ened or deformed spine owes 
it to himself to investigate 
ice within 


Send For Our Free Book. : 
sid’vs inating Fou dade infor: will & 








PHILO BU BURT aarG.CO. 
201-6 Odd Fellows 
Maa 
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Just a few drops Z 6 


combed into the hair 
and almost immedi- 
ately you can see 
“listless locks” begin 
to take on new life, 
w lustre, new silky 
—stray ends and 
straggly strands meld- 
ng into glorious 
waves and curls. 






¢ Marvelous New 
panish Liquid 





And in 20 minutes 


your mirror shows you 
a new head of hair— 
marcelled and curled as 
you like it best; with a 
lovely wave. 





‘Makes any hair naturally curly 


1n 20 minufes 


The Spanish Beggar’s 
Priceless Gift 
by Winnifred Ralston 


ROM the day we started to 

school, Charity Winthrop and 
| were called the touseled-hair 
twins. Tom Harvey nicknamed 
us that—horrid, red-headed Tom 
Harvey who used to put burrs in 
our pigtails and angleworms in 
our inkwells. 

Our mothers despaired of us. 
Our hair simply wouldn’t behave. 
There were Martha Brown, Helen 
Stahl, Betty Davisand Leah Cohen 
—all with wonderfully curly hair. 
But Charity and I could never 
coax ours out of a straight line. 

As we grew older the hated name still 
clung to us. It followed us through the grades 
and into boarding school. Then Charity’s 
family moved to Spain, where her father was 
indiplomatic service, and I didn’t see her again 
for five years—not until last New Year’s eve. 

A party of us had gone to the Drake Hotel 
for dinner that night. As usual I was terribly 
embarrassed and ashamed of my hair. When 
the bobbing vogue first came in I had my hair 
ut, hoping against hope that would improve 
us looks. Realizing my mistake, I permitted 
it to grow again and by New Year’s eve it 
was just long enough to be unmanageable. 

Horribly self-conscious I was sitting at the 
table, scarcely touching my food, wishing I 
were home. It seemed that everyone had 
wonderful, lustrous, curly hair but me and I 
felt they were all laughing or, worse, pitying 
me behind my back. 

My eyes strayed to the dance floor and 
there I saw a beautiful girl dancing with Tom 
Harvey. Her eye caught mine and to my 
surprise she smiled and started toward me. 

While there was something strangely 
familiar about her face I didn’t recognize her 


—then. No —it—it 
couldn’t be. 
About this girl’ s face was 


a halo of golden curls. I 
think she had the most 
beautiful hair I ever saw. 
My face must have turned 
scarlet as I compared it @ \ \, My 
mentally with my own “YN ‘Se \, 
straggly, ugly mop. I had ’ 
Rever been so thoroughly Matchless Marcelle 





ashamed of my hair before. 

Of course you have guessed her identity 
—for it was really she —Charity Winthrop 
who once had dull straight hair like mine. 

It had been five long years since I had 
seen her. There was everything to talk about, 
but I simply couldn’t wait. I blurted out— 
««Charity Winthrop — tell me—what miracle 
has happened to your hair?’’ 

She smiled and said mysteriously, ««Come 
to my room and I will tell you the whole 
story.’’ She was stopping at the hotel. We 
excused ourselves and rushed to Charity’s 
room. I listened breathless while she told 
me this strange story: 

Charity tells of the 
beggar’s gift 

««Our house in Madrid faced a little, old 
plaza where I often strolled after my siesta. 

««Miguel, the beggar, always occupied the 
end bench of the south end of the plaza. 
There he sat all day long, asking alms from 
the passersby. I always dropped a few cen- 
tavos in his hat when I passed and he soon 
grew to know me. 

«‘The day before I was leaving Madrid I 
stopped to bid him goodby and pressed a gold 
coin in his palm. That was the best invest- 
ment I ever made.”’ 

“‘Hija mia,” he said, ‘*You have been 
very kind to an old man. Digame/o (tell me) 
senorita, what it is your heart most desires.’’ 

«<I laughed at the idea, then said jokingly, 
«Miguel, my hair is straight and dull. I wouid 
have it lustrous and curly’.’’ 

**Oigame, senorita,” he said—‘‘«what you 
wish is even simpler than I thought. Many 
years ago—a Castilian prince was wedded 
to a Moorish beauty. Her hair was black as 
a raven’s wing and straight as an arrow. 
Like you, this lady wanted /os pelos rizos 
(curly hair). Her husband offered thousands 
of pesos to the man who would fulfil her wish. 
The prize fell to Pedro, the droguero, Out of 
roots and herbs he brewed a potion that con- 
verted the princess’ straight unruly hair into a 
glorious mass of ringlet curls. 

««Pedro, son of the son of Pedro, has that 
secret today. Years ago I 
did him a great service. 
Here you will find him, go 
to him and tell your wish. 
Adios, senorita, voya con 
Dios.” 
ue! «You can’t imagine, 
ae / “S).) Winnifred, “how funny it 

\ * made me feel. I did not 
- take it seriously, of course. 
Lovely Curls I never expected tolookup 






— 


this mysterious Pedro, but some whim changed 
my mind and I called a coche and gave the 
driver the address Miguel had given me. 

«‘At the door of the apothecary shop, 
Pedro, a funny old hawk-nosed Spaniard, met 
me. Nervously I stammered out my explana- 
tion. When I had finished, he bowed and van- 
ished into the rear of his store. Presently he 
returned with a bottle which he handed to me. 

«By this time I was terribly excited— 
could hardly wait until I reached home. When 
I was finally in my room alone, I took down 
my hair and applied the liquid as directed. 
In twenty minutes, not one second more, 
the transformation, which you have noted, 
had taken place. 

««Come, Winnifred—apply it to your own 
hair and see what it can do for you.”’ 

Breathlessly I watched Charity take a bottle 
from her wardrobe trunk. Tremblingly my 
fingers undid my hair and applied the liquid. 

Twenty minutes later as I looked into 
Charity’s mirror 1 could hardly believe my 
eyes. The impossible had happened. My dull, 
straight hair had wound itself into curling ten- 
drils. My head was a mass of ringlets and 
waves. It shone with alustreit never had before. 

You can imagine the amazement of the 
others in the party when I returned to the 
ballroom. Everybody noticed the change. 
Never did I have’such a glorious night. I was 
popular. Menclustered about me. I had never 
been so happy. 

The next morning when I awoke, I hardly 
dared look in my mirror fearing it had all 
been adream. But it was true—gloriously true. 
My hair was curly and beautiful. 

Then the thought came to me I had no 
right to keep this great secret to myself. 
There were thousands of women just like me 
who would give anything to know my 
precious secret. 

So I asked Charity’s permission to take a 
sample of the Spanish liquid to my cousin who 
is a chemist at the Century Laboratories. For 
days he worked, analyzing the liquid. Finally 
he solved the problem, isolated the two Spanish 
herbs, the important ingredients. 

They experimented on fifty women and the 
results where simply astounding. Now he 
told me, the Century Chemists were pre- 
pared to supply the wonderful Spanish Curl- 
ing Liquid to women everywhere. 


Take advantage of their 
generous trial offer— 


I told my cousin I did not want one penny 
for the information I had given him. I was 
only too glad to know the formula was to be 


so easily available. I did make one stipula- 
tion, however. I insisted that he introduce 
the discovery by selling it for a limited time 
at actual laboratory cost plus postage so that 
as many women as possible could take ad- 
vantage of it. This he agreed to do. 

That is the opportunity you have now. 
Please believe me, who was once called 
tousel-head —no matter how straight, dull 
and unmanageable your hair is, this Spanish 
Liquid Curler will work magic for you. 

No need to undergo the torture and ex- 
pense of the so-called permanent wave, which 
might even destroy your hair. You can have 
natural curly hair in twenty minutes, One 
application will keep your hair beautiful for 
a week or more. 

Don’t delay another day. For the Century 
Chemists guarantee satisfaction or refund 
your money. I know from actual experience 
that you will be more than pleased. 





No Profit Distribution 
of $3.50 Bottles 


(ONLY ONE TO A FAMILY) 

N accordance with our 

agreement with Miss 
Ralston weare offering for a 
limited time only, no-profit 
distribution of the regular 
$3.50 size bottle of our 
Spanish Curling Liquid. 

The actual cost of pre- 
paring and compounding this /, 
Spanish Curling Fluid, in- 7 ' 
cluding bottling, packing, Y 
and shipping ia $1.87. We  '7407 5#5 
have decided to ship the first bottle to each new 
user at this actual cost price— without a penny profit. 

And you do not have to send one penny in 
advance. Merely fill out the coupon below —then 
pay the postman $1.87 plus the few cents postage 
when he delivers the liquid. If you are not satis- 
fied in every way, even this low laboratory fee will 
be refunded promptly. 

This opportunity may never appear again. Miss 
Ralston urges that you take advantage of it at once. 


CENTURY CHEMISTS 


(Originators of the famous 40 Minute Beauty Clay) 
Century Bldg., Chicago 


Send No Money — Simply Sign and Mail Coupon 
POPPI 
CENTURY CHEMISTS, DEPT. 120 
Century Bldg., Chicago 
Please send me,in plain wrapper, by insured parcel 
post, a full size $3.50 bottle of Liquid Marcelle (Spanish 
Curling Liquid). 1 will pay postman $1.87, plus few 
cents postage, on delivery, with the understanding that | 
if, after a five-day trial, 1 am not elated with the results 
from this magic curling fluid, I may return the @hused 
contents in the bottle, and you will immediately return 
my money in full. 


pe Se ee ee 
Town. _..... State 


If apt to be out when postman calls, you may enclose 
$2 with coupon, and Liquid Marcelle will be send to 
you postpaid. 
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OT life itself but our way of looking at what hap- 
pens to us, makes our adventures or mars them. 


Tragedies due to alcoholism are conspicuous to- 


day. They are as devastating in wealth as in 
poverty, as sordid among the intelligentia as among the 
degenerates. When we see the situation in a Russian play, 


we marvel at the drama but never 
when it occurs in a home around 
the corner. 

To illustrate the idea that life is 
commonplace only if we see it so, 
are offered some short stories from 
real life, adventures done in para- 
graphs, written by women who do 
not consider themselves in any way 
different from the rank and file of womanhood, nor their 
experiences different. 

Similar and different stories will be received with 
appreciation. 

What is your greatest adventure? Have you ever 
picked it out from the events of your life? It is there 
so why not outline it and send your narrative to the editor 
of this page? 





Romance 
in the 
Commonplace 











ARRYING him to reform him was the original heart 
it problem discussed by women. “Reforming him” meant 
persuading him or compelling him “to give up drink.” 

Long-ago generations of wives 
doubted if it could be done. 
. pe Except in rare cases woman never 
Can W ife has aval her ancient riddle; and 

Reform great has been her wretchedness 
Husband? in defeat 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox My first 
two years of marriage were won- 
derful. My husband was perfect. Then he took to drink 
and existence became a nightmare. He is clever and tender 
when not tipsy but a man of terrible temper when he has 
been out with his pals. How can I reform him?—A. C. F., 
Marylauad. 














Dear Mrs. Wilcox My lover always has drunk at 
intervals. Since prohibition went into effect he is intoxicated 
most of the time. Ours has been a long engagement because 
I am afraid to marry him. Now he promises to let liquor 
alone if I will set an early wedding day. Will marriage 
reform him?—L. L. M., Illinois. 


LARGE literature has been written around the subject 

of alcoholism. It may be found in any public library. 

The books may help a wife to understand why her 
husband drinks but they will not contribute much to the 


working of his cure at home From them the wife will 
relearn what she already knows, that the victims of alcohol 
often make fascinating, generous and devoted husbands— 





A Monthly Discussion of the Heart Problems of Women 


when not drunk; that often they are poetic and visionary, 
that there is a bit of genius in many of them. 

Among things she perhaps does not know is the fact 
that inebriates hunger for alcohol or other stimulants as the 
normal person hungers for food. Alcohol, it is“said, gives 
to some men “a sense of life and power which somehow has 
been lost in normal living.” 

Tipplers cannot endure the disappointments of life and 
so they try to escape by way of narcotic dreaming. Im- 
patient and irritable because daily existence does not come 
up to what his imagination demands, the drunkard comes 
home and scores his wife: she does not fulfil his vision of 
what he wants and thinks he ought to have! 

In short, alcoholism is closely connected with emo- 
tionalism. 

How to cure the victim? Seldom can it be done except 
by a physician. Occasionally a drinking man will keep 
sober for a while if stimulated by sweets; or if he drinks 
for sociability’s sake, he perhaps may be persuaded to keep 
away from his pals. But this usually is only a temporary 
expedient. As a rule there is little hope that a woman 
can reform a drunkard. 

Specialists say that once the habit of intemperance has 
become fixed, the will has little to do with reform. The 
hunger must be removed. a task for a sanitarium. 


ERE’S a bit of humor linked with a supposedly grave 
responsibility for me, since the writer quotes this 
page as an authority in the matter. 





Dear Mrs. Wilcox: All the 
boys let me alone since I have quit 
kissing them. I did so after read- 
ing your page. I admired the col- 
lege girls of whom you wrote 
lately, the set that cut out dances 
rather than pay for them with 
familiarities. 

The boys say I am old-timey and that they will pay no 
attention to a girl who refuses to be caressed. And my 
girl friends take their views from the boys. 

Mother says I must judge for myself what is the right 
thing to do. 

My best girl friend, who belongs to an old family and 
has been well brought up, says: 

“Kiss ‘em! Carry ’em high! Then drop ’em!” 

It is fair to myself to say that I am really beautiful and 
have had all the boys at my feet, but now I am left out 
of all the good times and will be unless I change. 

And this is a pretty sad thing for me, so will you please 
say something more on the big subject?—Connecticut Girl. 


Not Very 
Funny 
For Me! 











HE above may be humorous—but not to me! Mother 

is somewhat worried for fear daughter may lose a 
chance to wed—and daughter says I am responsible for her 
frame of mind! 








Taking the defensive, I am obliged to say that I am 
sure nothing printed on this page will affect in the least the 
marriage column in the next census report. Mating always 
goes right along taking care of itself according to laws of 
its own. 

Comforted by the conviction, I put my version of “the 
big subject” thus: We all admit that we are in the midst 
of a change in our moral standards. Will woman come out 
of it enslaved or free? 

Often it looks as if the mass today prefers slavery 
Women call themselves “pals” to men, think themselves 
equals, and then obey the men as obsequiously as female 
savages! 

Whether or not a girl marries, great and mysterious 
forces will determine; and there is plenty of time for them 
to work in. 

What the girl must decide is whether or not she is going 
to submit to “necking” and similar vulgarities, whethe- she 
is going to bow to a boy’s “must” as a bond-woman or 
choose her lover as a free woman. 


OURNING over the inevitable sorrows of existence is 
everybody’s sport. Sometimes the mourners are the 
very ones who are helping to spoil life for others. 





Dear Mrs. Wilcox: I need help 
in an exceedingly painful situation 
At nineteen, unmarried, I am in 
love with a young married man 
He returns my feeling. He say: 
his wife is distasteful to him. Sh 
is ignorant of the situation. 

Do not advise that we separate 
I can’t give him up. It would simply kill me. I am alone 
in the world. He is my world.—G. D. 


Helping to 
Spoil Life 
For Others 











ye say, “I cannot give him up!” 

But you expect the wife to give him up, do you not? 

You demand that she be strong. She was first in pos- 
session. It is her right to demand that you refuse to be weak 

You do not write as if you were one to deliberately 
spoil life for another woman, but is it not a fact that when 
you humor a married man and accept his reason for not 
loving his wife as a proper excuse for loving you, you are 
taking ideality out of love? 

Are you not spoiling love for yourself as well as the 
wife? And making it for the man a shallow and transien! 


Keune GE 














O CONSIDER love at any cost the ideal 

solution of life’s enigmas is the fashion. If 
love fails to work the enchantment, is it wise to 
settle down to enduring a muddled existence? 
Once that was the only way. Today there are 
various roads. 
worked out by sociology, psychology, eugenics 


The affinity triangle may be 


and economics. 
Whatever your problem, are you going around it 
in circles? Why not put it, bigor little, to one who 
will try to show you a straight path? For a personal 
reply, send an addressed and stamped envelope. 
Address your letter to me in care of McCall’s 
Magazine, 236 West 37th Street, New York City. 
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The results verify each other 
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| | “A VACANCY IN THE DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR” 
Painted by Edw. V. Brewer for Cream of Wheat Company Copyright 1923 by Cream of Wheat Company 
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HINK what grit would do to pearls. How it 
would scratch and destroy that thin lustre in 
which their beauty lies. 


And the precious covering of your 
pearls —how are you protecting it? 
Tooth enamel, thin as the glaze on fine 
porcelain, is scratched and worn away 
when brushed with harsh grit. Enamel 
to the teeth is what the lustre layer is 


to pearls — their protection and their 
beauty. Once scratched or marred, 
Nature can never restore its beauty 
or replace it. So choose today a safe, 
non-gritty dental cream, and avoid 
years of regret later on. 


COLGATE’S 
Cleans Teeth the Right Way 


“Washes” and Polishes—Doesn’t Scratch or Scour 


Washing your teeth after each meal and just 
before bedtime keeps them clean and brings 
out their greatest beauty. Wash them regu- 
larly with Colgate’s, which is recommended 
by more Dentists than any other dentifrice. 


ment in sound teeth. 


Its non-gritty precipitated chalk loosenscling- 
ing particles from the enamel. Pureand mild, 
its vegetable-oil soap gently washes them 
away. The delicious flavor encourages chil- 
dren to use Colgate’s willingly and regularly, 


A large tube costs 25c—why pay more? A tube 
for each member of the family is a sound invest- 


COLGATE & CO. 
Established 1806 





CLEANS 
TEETH THE 
RIGHT WAY 


“Washes and Polishes 


Doesnt Scratch 


Advertising Implies Honesty in Manufacture 









. If your wisdom teeth 
could talk they’d say 
“Use COLGATE’s” 












+ 


Oe aime ae Tr en 3 


PR a5 





